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The Alphabet of Childhood 


by anonymous 


A is for Apple 
B is for Ball 
C is for Cat 
D is for Dog 
E is for Echo 
F is for Frog 
G is for Ghost 
H is for Hog 
I is for Iron 
J is for Joke 
K is for Knee 
L is for Lost 
M is for Mama 
N is for Nap 
O is for Orange 
P is for Papa 
Q is for Queen 
R is for Recess 
S is for Summer-holidays 
T is for Telephone 
U is for Ukelele 


V is for Volcano 
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W is for Winter-holidays 
X is for Xylophone 

Y is for Yacht 

Z is for Zebra 
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Pen & Pencil Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is proud to launch a new magazine Pen & 
Pencil Magazine which will serve to feature the work of aspiring writers. 


The Pen & Pencil Magazine welcomes submissions on a guarterly basis. 


The theme for this first volume for Spring 2019, is Childhood and Home. 
For several of the contributors to the magazine, it is their first occasion to be 


published. Congratulations! 
In this inaugural edition we decided to include some of the most famous 
children's Tales and Fables from ancient times. For many of you, some of 


the tales are familiar, and for some of you, many of the tales are not. 


Please feel free to send your short story, prose, poetry and artwork 


submissions to the Editor in Chief at 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com. 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 


The theme for the Summer 2019 edition of Pen & Pencil Magazine is 


Exotic Places to Visit or Travel to. 
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Short Stories 
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One Small Step at a Time by Paige W. 


When I was a very young girl I fell in love with ballet. For my sixth 
birthday my mother gave me a nice pink tutu and ballet shoes and took me to 
Tchaikovsky's Nut Cracker for Christmas. Then in the spring she enrolled 


me in a ballet school for the summer. I could not wait for summer to come. 


My first day at the ballet school was magical. My ballet teacher was a 
Russian lady named Ekaterina. She was a thin and high strung woman who 
played the piano for us as we danced. But she was also very strict and a 
perfectionist. My summer class was for an entire month but by the end of 
the second day my feet hurt and I found myself unhappy because I could 
never do anything right for my ballet teacher. By the end of the first week I 
wanted to quit ballet altogether. 


On Saturday morning I decided to go out and play in the sun in my back 
yard. My friend Patrick came over. He asked me how my ballet was 
coming and I put on a brave face. Together we both danced around and 
around like we were in a ballet. My father had cut the grass earlier that 
morning before going to work and while we ran around and around the dust 
and dry grass had started to form a thick cloud. Then he started to cough and 
wheeze. I did not know it but Patrick had asthma. 


My mother, who was a nurse, was at home at the time and so I ran in to get 
her and she carried him into our kitchen and tried to calm him down. But he 


continued to cough and wheeze and so my mother decided to put him into a 
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cold bath before phoning his mother. And so she did and then told me to 


watch over him in the bath tub as she went to use the telephone. 


I sat on the edge of the bathtub. I felt funny watching him. I had never seen 
what a boy looked like before and he did not know I could see his boy bits. 
But still he continued to cough and wheeze. I don't know why but I 
suddenly felt very worried for him and decided I would get in the bath to 
comfort him. So I took off my bathing suit and started to climb into the bath 


and as he looked up at me he suddenly stopped coughing and wheezing. 


I must have looked funny for my sun burn left my arms and legs red and the 
rest of my quite white. But I noticed he wasn’t looking at that. I wondered 
if he had ever seen a girl before. Probably not. Patrick was now quite red 
but it wasn’t because of a sun burn, or because of his asthma. He was 


blushing all over. I sat down in the bath with a splash and he giggled. 


Just then my mother came back into the bathroom “No one answered the 
phone,” she said and found us together in the bath tub. Then my mother got 
very angry at me and told me to ‘turn around!’ I don’t know why she was so 
upset for my father use to take me into the bath with him when I was three or 


four and so this wasn’t the first time I had shared a bath before. 
I knew my mother was about to order me out of the bath so I asked her 


“mummy will you wash my hair?” My hair was full of grass and dust so 


how could she say no. And so she washed my hair and when she was 
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finished I asked her to wash Patrick’s hair too. And as she washed his hair I 


got out of the bath, dried myself and ran into my room. 


By the time Patrick’s hair was washed and he was dried and back into his 
clothes I had put on my tutu and dancing shoes and wanted very much for 
him to watch me dance. I tingled and felt strange in a happy sort of way and 
my feet didn’t hurt as much anymore and well, I once again wanted to dance 


ballet. 


So into the living room we went and I put on a record and I started to dance 
about as best I could without bumping into our living room furniture. It 
wasn’t so much dancing I was doing but different kinds of ballet poses for 
him, like some I had seen in Tchaikovsky’s Nut Cracker. I felt so light and 
alive that I asked him to hold me and it was then that I had one of my first 


times. 
For us girls we will tell you how important our first times are ... our first 
crushes, our first kisses and well ... when we lose our virginity. These 


moments would come much later in my life for me, all except my first crush. 


It was one small step in my life but that Saturday afternoon when I asked 


Patrick to hold me close, I stood point on my toes for the first time. 


That was the day I became a ballerina. 
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My Poor Kitty Cat by Elle 


Allow me to ramble as I ruminate. Recently I read a book by a neuroscientist 
who explained that memory is full of holes and creativity. Accepting such, 


this is what I remember of my childhood. 


My childhood was an experience of boredom with sufficient drama coming 
from the union of mother and father. Conflict was inevitable. I thought it 


was normal but I realized that the functional family next door was different. 


What did I learn in those early formative years? The unspoken rules were to 
keep my mouth shut, obey without guestion (which I resented guietly and 
which got me into a lot of trouble, undeserved, when I was boarding at a 
Catholic girls school from grades 9 to 12. Oh, some of those nuns were 
determined to cure me of my haughtiness. It worked for a few years. I 


thought they were right and I was a nearly lost soul. 


What I think I remember before starting school ; snowy winters and precious 
memories of walking with parents and older brother in a dark, silent, clear 
winter evening with snow crunching beneath my little four year old feet and 
being fascinated watching my shadow grow then disappear only to grow 


again as we approached another street light. 


Summers represented freedom. Sent out in the morning to play, I was 
expected back not until I became hungry for lunch. Summer was 


magnificent and mostly solitary. Sometimes childish games were played. 
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There are a lot of blanks. I remember waking up one morning and Kitty-cat 
had run away with all her kittens because we refused to let them into the 
house even though they were climbing way up on the screen door mewing 
and begging permission to enter. I remained furious with my parents for a 


long time. 


Decades later I learned my father got up in the night, went downstairs and 


shot Kitty-cat with his shotgun. 


I learned that a tom cat had been after Kitty-cat and to protect herself from 
the horny monster, she ruffled her fur to look twice her size. My father 


thought she was the tom cat and shot it! 


My poor dad. He loved Kitty-cat. She used to hop up on his bed in the 
morning, sit on his chest and brush her tail back and forth under his nose 
until he got up. She was the only cat my father accepted since one had eaten 


his pet bird when he was a boy. 
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Not Alone by William Webster 


When I was growing up I found it hard to establish meaningful relationships 
with others, even my parents. I always felt alone, even when I was around 
other people. My father, a banker, was always away traveling on business, 
and when I was just starting kindergarten my parents separated and I took to 
living with my father. I was never close to my father because he was a 


workaholic and never had the time or energy to spend with me. 


When my parents separated I was five years old and my younger sister 
Paula, two years younger than I was, went to live with my mother. The two 
girls in the family kept our big and well furnished house on Long Island and 
my father and I moved into an apartment in the busiest part of Manhattan, 
close to his office. My father found us a live-in house keeper, an elder 
Scottish lady, Mrs. Godfrey to look after us. She had been a mother of three 
children, three girls actually, and was now a grandmother of two boys and so 
when I met her for the first time she stated that “I was to be brought up to be 


a proper little boy by her.” 


Believe me when I say I tried to be proper and bravee but I remember crying 
a great deal and she consoling me, but things with Mrs. Godfrey were not 


the same as having a real mother. 


A few months after separating my parents divorced. A few weeks later my 


father married his secretary, who was the cause of their divorce, and a few 
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weeks or so later my baby brother was born. At the time I did not 


understand the real adult drama that had brought such turmoil into my life. 


My step mother already had an eight year old daughter, my step sister Mary 
and after they were married and the baby was born they moved in with my 
father and I. From that day forward I would hardly see my mother and even 
rarer still did I see my younger sister Paula. Now I was to live in a small 
apartment with three strangers, my step mother, an older step-sister and a 
new born boy they named Paul. Why they chose the name Paul I don't 
know for every time I heard his name being called I thought of my own 


sister Paula. 


It was very hard on me, but luckily Mrs. Godfrey stayed to bring some 
semblance of order to this new chaotic household. For some reason we did 
not move into a bigger place but stayed in our apartment, even though now 
there was half as much space for me as when we had moved in. I no longer 
had a bedroom all to myself but had to share it with my baby brother who 
cried at all hours of the day or night and robbed me of my peace of mind. 
And the smell ... he knew how to stink up the place. The whole mess 


became guite intolerable for me. 


I found it hard to get along with both Mary and my new step-brother. I was 
too young to understand why and it was Mrs. Godfrey who person best 
understood the reasons why, for my father and my new step-mother were 
stern on me on my refusal to behave toward both my step-siblings the same 


way I had behaved towards by dear and precious younger sister Paula. I 
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think I was mean to Mary more often than I could admit. Both my father 


and step-mother were at wits end with me. I felt so alone. 


One evening, long after everyone had gone to bed, my step sister Mary got 
up to go to the bathroom and found me wrapped in my blanket sleeping 
outside my room on the floor in the hall way. She shook me awake and 
asked me “why are you sleeping out here?” So I said to her, “stick your 


nose in my room,” which she did and all she could say was ‘yuck.’ 


She disappeared for a few moments and when she reappeared she took my 
by the hand and led me into her bedroom and onto her bed. “You can sleep 


on top the covers and I will sleep under them,” she said. 


“Won't we get into to trouble?” I said to her. 


“They will never know ... I will wake you before they are up and you can go 
back to your own room.” She closed her eyes and went back to sleep. I 
watched her face for a few minutes then tried to close my eyes. But in my 


mind’s eye all I could see was my younger sister Paula. 


Mary went right back to sleep but I found it too disturbing a moment to fall 
right asleep and I remember the times Paula would scramble under the 
covers with me when she was scared. Paula was scared quite often, when 
there was lightning and thunder storms, or when she heard a strange bump in 
the night (which was usually our cat mulling about in the dark). Often I 


would have to go into Paula’s room and check her closet for monsters, and 
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even under her bed, otherwise she could not sleep. Sometimes I even lay 
next to her on her bed until she was asleep. That was what a big brother was 


for. 


As I lay awake looking at Mary sleep I wondered how Paula was doing all 
by her self without her older brother. I missed both Paula and my mother 
and started to cry guietly to myself. 


The following morning when I woke I was puzzled. I had expected to still 
be on Mary's bed, but there I was tucked into my bed, in my room, and the 
window was open atad and fresh air was streaming in and while my baby 
brother was fast asleep in his crib, my room smelled clean and disinfected. 


Someone had obviously changed and cleaned the ol’ poop machine ... 


It was Mrs. Godfrey who solved my mystery. 


“It must be hard for you to share a room with your baby brother,” she asked 
me over breakfast. She had made me my favorite breakfast, French toast 
with maple butter. We were both all alone in the kitchen for it was a 
Saturday morning and I was the only early riser in our apartment, except the 


inexhaustible Mrs. Godfrey. 


I did not know what to say so I just nodded. 


“When I got up this morning and checked on the children I found you fast 
sleep on Mary’s bed.” 
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Again all I could do is nod. 


29 


“Mary had her hand on your shoulder ...” I suddenly went flush. Mrs. 
Godfrey continued. “It was very sweet to see the two of you like that. I 


think Mary likes you.” 


As if I was in an emotional stupor I suddenly sat up with a jolt. I had always 
thought about what I felt towards others had never wondered about what 
others felt about me, others being children my age. What people like Mrs. 
Godfrey thought about me didn’t really matter to me, because she was an 
adult and well ...there was very little I could do to change he beliefs. I 
found that out from experience the first time I had refused to take a bath and 
she rustled me out of my dirty street clothes and into a hot bath. It hadn’t 
matter how much hot water I splashed on her, she was a determined Scot 
woman and could there be anything more stubborn than a determined 


Scottish woman? 


It was then that Mary stepped lightly into the kitchen and smiled at the two 


of us and asked “can I have French toast just like my younger brother ...” 


“My younger brother ...” those two words range through my head like a 


clarion of bells ringing out from a church steeple. “My younger brother ...” 


I turned to Mary and smile and asked ...”did my sister sleep well last 


night?” The words “my sister” rolled off my tongue with ease. 
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She nodded, and came over and put a reassuring hand on my shoulder. I 
looked up into Mary's face and knew she knew what I was thinking. She 


was my older sister and would look after me. 


With Mrs. Godfrey smiling wisely at the two of us, I felt for the first time 


many turbulent months that I was no longer alone. 
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The Bird's Nest by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The girl and boy had known each other since le jardin d'enfant, where they 
had both gone before first grade. They were now both in the fourth grade at 
a Catholic school in Edmonton. Patricia was an only child and somewhat of 
an extrovert. Peter was somewhat of an opposite, the second of four 
children and, being a forgotten child, was somewhat of an introvert. 
Nonetheless, the two were natural friends, not merely because they had 
grown up beside each other, but rather because they were two sides of a 


rather precious coin. They were mates ... 


They both lived a street apart and the two class mates got along, not because 
they were completely alike, but because their differences complemented 
each other. Patricia liked reading, while Peter loved math. She liked art and 
he liked making things in wood. Each helped the other in those school 
subjects they were weak at. Each appreciated their difference from their 
other, more so than their similarities. After so many years of being close, 
their similarities were familiar, and therefore uninteresting to them both. 
They had become so familiar with each other that they could almost 
anticipate what the other was thinking, or even end the other’s sentences. It 


was their differences that seem to draw their interest and attention. 


Being so familiar, they were both comfortable with each other and talked 
about many things they would not even talk about with their parents. You 


could perhaps call Patricia and Peter ‘the best of friends,’ but you could even 
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call them more than just friends. Why? ... because of the intimacy they both 


shared in a natural and carefree fashion. 


For instance, they had both snuck down to the North Saskatchewan River 
one hot summer day and had ventured in for a swim, sans habillement, the 
French would say. She had suggested it. As was the case for some many 
adventures they undertook together, he was carried along by her enthusiasm. 
It was a luscious swim the two enjoyed. In fact it had really just been a walk 
into and out of the frigid gray waters of the river, but it had been luscious for 
them both. But they did not read much onto their lusciousness, for at the age 
of ten, the differences between the genders had not been all that noticed ... 
one being an inny and the other an outy ... and if they were there was a 
timid awkwardness of friendship to it all. The knew that this difference was 


important but they as yet did not know why. 


Peter regretted telling her that he would sometime sneak down there and go 
for a quick swim, searching for bits of coal and even fossils washed up on a 
sand bank near a bend in the river. That afternoon after showing her one of 
the fossils, it had been Patricia’s idea for the two of them to sneak down to 
the river and her idea to go search together. “I want to find coal and stuff 
too.” He had wanted to argue with her that collecting coal was boy’s sort of 
work and collecting dolls and such stuff was girl’s work. But she would 


have none of this. Instead off she set with Peter in tow. 


The two friends walked silently along the long steep path down to the river. 


At a narrowing in the path she had fallen over and he had quickly helped her 
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up, and asked her if she was ok. She looked down the steep precipice, 
smiled and nodded. She turned back to the path, while he stopped for a 
moment. If she had fallen she would have dropped directly into the river. 
As you looked down into the gray waters he wondered if he had the courage 
to dive in after herto rescue her. Peter would have had no choice but to dive 
in after Patricia, even if it meant they would both be in peril and perhaps 
both drown. Peter look down the path as Patricia gaily continued on. There 
and then he knew he could not live without his friend, and followed Patricia 


down to the river. 


Patricia had worn a simple yellow dress that day, and a straw hat with a soft 
blue ribbon. She had on her bare feet fancy European made sandals, a 
birthday gift from her aunt. They walked a bit until they were both near a 
sand bank in the river. Then she took her dress off straight away. There she 
stood in front of him in her white under things. There was an awkward 
pause. Then he stepped behind a tree and started to undress, so that they 


both got undressed behind separate trees some meters apart. 


She had had a head start on him, and in fact wore fewer pieces of clothing 
and so it had been Patricia that had beat him into the water, and not the other 
way around. He did not mind. As he took off his cloths he dawdled. It was 
she who wanted to jump into the river, not him, for he had done this so many 
times before that it was no longer an adventure for him, but for Patricia this 
was undiscovered country. Being an extrovert Patricia constantly wanted to 


try new and exciting things, which sometimes put her at odds with her 
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mother and her expectation she be ‘prim and proper.’ But Patricia was 


mistress of her own universe. 


Of the two of them, it was in fact Peter who was the shy and the timid one. 
Patricia had stood there waiting for him to join her, unabashed with the 
water at her knees, her hands on her hips and standing like a young 
Aphrodite. She giggled as Peter appeared unhurriedly and timidly from 
behind the tree, covering his embarrassment with his hands. He looked up at 
her and saw her in her entirety, the small mounds on her chest that would 
one day become more pronounced, and that remarkable pink one that was 


the best of her, that would one day become la source de vie. 


Then there was Patricia’s smile ... well that smile could not be put into 
words. This summer day it was a bit impish. It was only when Peter was 
immersed in the water that his hands found their freedom. They the two of 
them splashed about carefree for a few minutes. It was like a dance. She 
drawing near to him and he drawing a bit apart because something rather 
embarrassing was happening to him and he didn’t really understand what it 


was and he did not want her to see what was happening. 


Nonetheless she spied what he was embarrassed about and giggled. “You 
boys are so strange,” she said with a feminine laugh that made things even 
more awkward for Peter as she splashed him with the frigid river water. He 
had no choice but to turn his back to her and well even then, as he looked 
down at himself, he knew it had not made much of a difference. “Oh ...” 


she said, “stop being such a boy.” 
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To make matters worse the cold water had made him shrink almost to 
nothing, which doubled-up his embarrassment, for although he did not want 
her to see the best of him, he also did not want her to think him inadeguate. 
He peered over his shoulder at her. She had nothing to fear for the best of 
her could not shrink away in the frigid waters of the Saskatchewan River. 
He looked at her and noticed that the ripples of the flowing river water made 
her even the more invisible. She smiled and even glowed with warm. This 
adventure had opened a new world for her, and perhaps for him, but at the 


time they did not know this. 


He turned around and she tried not to notice, but he knew she was noticing. 
But so be it, he thought and walked back towards her. Together they set out 
to looked for pieces of coal and found a few. No where could they find 
fossils, not even the smallest one. Contend with two good pieces of coal, one 


apiece, it was time for them to get out. 


Patricia had been first out of the frigid river water, pink and fresh. He 
watched her dash from the river and up to behind a tree where her clothes 
lay. This was the first time he noticed the roundness of her backside. Before 
she stepped behind the tree she had stopped, turned back at him, and waved. 
She showed no embarrassment. What embarrassment could a girl her age in 
fact show, he thought as he waved back. Then she blew him a kiss. That 
sent him into a spin, and his boyish embarrassment became warm and all 


encompassing. This emotion, and the sight of all of her beauty, became 
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imprinted in his mind’s eye and would remain there for many years 


thereafter. 


Peter emerged only after Patricia was out of sight. By then he was blue and 
shivering from the cold water. Patricia had heard him move about and so 
she snuck a peek at him, but he let her understand how he felt and she stared 
in amazement, with her mouth have open and half in a smile. He should 
have gone to put on his cloths, but instead of walking directly to his tree he 
walked over to her tree and stood nervous and unabashed beside her for a 
good minute. Patricia took both his hands into hers and held him at arm’s 
length, watching the water drip off of him. She studied Peter from the top of 
his head to the tip of his toes. “You boys are so odd,” she said again, this 


time in an earnest and honest way. “... so very odd.” 


When he shivered Patricia let Peter go and said “you must be cold ... go get 
dressed” He nodded and backed away before walking to his tree. But she 
was mesmerized by him and so followed Peter, keeping him company as he 
slowly dried himself and dressed. When he was squared away then and only 
then did she slip off the one piece of clothing she wore and stood before 
him. He said nothing for a good minute but stood there awed by what he 
saw. Then he said “You are so beautiful.” His words triggered an immediate 
flush of embarrassment which flooded across Patricia’s face and chest. She 
turned her back to him, put back on that solitary piece of clothing she held in 
her hand then walked back to her tree where she put on her dress, her hat and 


sandals. He let her go by herself. 
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After a minute she reappeared. As they stood for a moment in silence a 
certain sadness came over the two of them for it was time to return up the 
hill, and to the plain and simple things they had gotten used to. Together 
they started to walk back home. The sun was beginning to cast shadows into 


the river valley and the afternoon was getting on. 


For a good ten minutes after dressing Peter was still shivering, but he did not 
know whether this was because of the cold or because he was so overcome 
with his own emotions. They stopped so sit silently, side by side on a giant 
log on the river bank for a few minutes in the sun to help him warm up. 
Silently they watched the river water pass slowly by and listened to the 
gurgle of the water. Pieces of drift would coursed slowly down river. 
Patricia looked over at him and then put her hand on his. Peter did not mind. 
Her hand was soft and reassuring. They did not say a word but savored each 


other’s company in a profound and all encompassing silence. 


Peter could feel her hand grow warm. He looked over at Patricia as she 
looked out at the river. For the first time Patricia and Peter had shared a 
special intimacy. Something had happened to him but he did not fully 
understand what that something was. He had seen the best of her, but then 
again he had seen his sisters in the bath and so it was not that. It was that 
other feeling he had had. Perhaps, Peter thought, when you shared such a 
special intimacy with someone you loved it was different. Peter then and 


there realized just how much he loved Patricia. 
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A jolt of energy coursed through his body and he suddenly felt very warm. 
Patricia felt that energy pulse into his hand and so she turned to him and 
smiled, as if she understood. He smiled back. They both knew it was now 


time to g0. 


As they walked back home Patricia beamed at him as if she was able to read 
his very private and personal thoughts. Then she had taken his hand, for the 
second time in fact, and together they had walked back up the hill and back 
to her place in silence. But unlike the walk down to the river, the walk back 
was a different type of silence. You could tell that in the cadence of their 
short steps and the warmth of their hands. She was not in a hurry now, but 


wanted to savor the moment. 


They never talked about this intimate encounter. But it was Peter who 
insisted that if they went swimming again the next time they would bring 
their bathing suits. In his embarrassment Peter wasn't ready to complicate 
their simple friendship. Patricia, on the other hand, was not afraid to be 
intimate with Peter, and was not fearful of complicating their friendship. 
Peter knew that he would have to somehow get used to this. Otherwise they 


might start to drift apart. 


When they stood at Patricia's front door she said “that was really nice.” She 
lowered her eyes and blushed as she said this. He blushed too and didn't 
really know what to say and so he said the obvious “Let's walk to school on 
Monday morning.” She looked up into his eyes a start, paused and then 


nodded slowly, closing the door silently behind her. It was then that a wave 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 27 


of sadness crashed like a river wave over Peter. He found the courage to 
whisper “I love you.” From behind the door he heard a tremulous voice 


79 


respond “I love you too ...” That afternoon Peter backed away from the 
door, not taking his eyes off of it, hoping perhaps against all odds that the 
door would spring open and Patricia would bound out. That day Peter took 
the long way home, and was late for dinner. His mother knew not to ask, 
because his thoughts that evening were somewhere else. He did not sleep 


well that night and the next one as well. Then it was monday morning. 


Their school was almost a kilometer away, across a busy street with a 
flashing cross walk, and school crossing guard. Patricia lived closer to the 
school by one block and when the weather permitted Peter would leave a 
few minutes early so that he could stop by her place. Sometimes Patricia 
would be waiting for him and other times he would ring the door bell and 


wait so that both of them would walk to school together. 


Patricia's mother had mixed feelings about letting her daughter walk to 
school alone. Patricia’s mother also had mixed feelings about even letting 
her walk to school with a boy, even though Peter was Patricia’s classmate. 
Then again, Patricia’s mother had mixed feelings about everything. 
Patricia’s mother was a nervous ball of contradictions, and sometimes you 
could see that in Patricia’s angst, particularly when her mother was in a bad 
mood, which was getting more and more often, or had scolded Patricia for 
doing something wrong, like not acting like a prim and proper little girl, 


which was also beginning to happen more and more often. She blamed it on 
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her “boy friend ...Peter” Thank goodness Patricia’s mother did not know of 


their swim in the river! 


Her mother had Patricia wear colorful and pretty dresses to school each day 
and even wear dresses on the weekend. But then Patricia was becoming a 
tom boy at heart. On the weekends Peter would sometimes bring her some 
of his clothes to change in, a pair of jeans, a shirt and some socks and 
sneakers and then off they went on their adventures together, with Patricia’s 
hair tied back or braided, and hid under a cap. She would fold her dress and 
put her shoes in a knapsack that either Patricia or Peter would carry during 
their exploits. From a distance they both looked like boys and no one was 
the wiser. From up close though, the differences in the angularity and 
roundness of their faces forced the distinction. That and the roundness of 


her backside. 


He had once again noticed her roundness when Peter helped her climb her 
first tree, the grand willow in the empty lot up her street. It was one Friday 
when they were walking home from school that Patricia mentioned how 
much she had always wanted to climb that tree, “if only to the first branch.’ 
And so that afternoon they stopped under the grand willow and her helped 
her up to the first branch. Timidly at first, but when she insisted he hoist her 
up, his nervous hands cupped the roundness of her and in an instance both 
their lives had changed, now for a second time. She from the vantage point 
of the first branch, and he had the vantage point of looking up at his friend 
sitting so happy on that first branch. Both their faces were red with 


excitement, and both of them were happy in their friendship. . 
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Peter had tried but couldn't figure Patricia's mother out — she was full of 
contradictions. Sometimes those very same contradictions showed through 
in the way Patricia thought or acted. This would confuse Peter instantly. 
“Girls can change their minds’ Patricia would say when one of these 
contradictions bubbled to the surface. But in a sort of double standard, 
whenever Peter contradicted himself, she would latch on to it and play it for 
all it was worth. Peter quickly learned to gauge her mood and whenever she 
was not in a happy mood, which was very rare for Patricia, he knew to tread 
carefully. On more than one occasion, especially when Patricia and her 
mother had had a fight, they would walk to school in silence. He would let 


her speak when she felt she wanted to. 


One day she even cried and he tried as best as he knew how to comfort her 
by giving her a big hug. For the first few seconds she just stood there with 
her arms at her side, but then she hugged him closely and then didn’t want to 
let him go. “I feel so alone,” she whispered. Peter knew she was an only 
child and felt sorry for her. “I am your friend,” he said to her and she 
stopped crying and kissed him on his cheek. That was the first time she had 
kissed him and it made Peter a jumble of nerves for the rest of the walk to 
school and for much of the morning as well. As they crossed the busy street 
and for half of the walk home they held hands, at least until they were in 
view of Patricia’s house. Then without saying a word she let go of his hand 
and ran to her front door. Peter stood watching her as she rushed and 
disappeared into her house. He decided not to walk by her house that 


afternoon so he back tracked and walked the long way to his home. When 
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he arrived late he was cold and his mother was angry and wondered what 
took him so long. “Your older brother and younger sister had been home for 
a good half hour!” was all his mother could say to him. His mother even 
got Peter to wash the dishes that night be being late, but he did not mind. He 
had helped his friend Patricia feel better. 


When the winter came and the weather was particularly bad Patricia’s 
mother would drive her daughter to school, but Peter was never so lucky. 
Sometimes he would ring the door bell on his way to school hoping to walk 
with his friend only to find that the house was empty and Patricia had been 
driven to school. For some reason Patricia’s mother never drove the two of 


them to school together, even when it was snowing and very cold outside. 


Perhaps this was because Patricia’s mother thought like Peter’s father ‘what 
didn’t kill you made you stronger.’ Peter thought differently. When it was 
fifteen below and blowing snow a short drive to school wouldn’t hurt, would 
it? Peter’s mother had two other younger sisters to look after and his father 
always left for work early each morning. He was an engineer and was 
always working hard to provide for his family of six. Patricia’s father was 
never home. Eventually he would realize that Patricia’s parents were no 
longer together. When you are in grade four adult ideas like marriage and 
divorce is undiscovered country and one of the taboo ‘adult subjects’ ... 


albeit one of the more timid ones. 


To set the record complete, Peter had an older brother but he didn’t get along 


with him so in Peter’s measure of the world he was the only boy that 
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counted. And well, he much rather preferred Patricia's company over his 
own sisters, merely because he could take it or leave it as far as Patricia was 
concerned, they being school friend, and not living under the same roof. 
Peter's two younger sisters had a way of getting under his skin, especially 
the older of the two, who was a year younger that Peter and complained 
constantly. The family had been populated with kids over a three and a half 
year period — which caused a rather chaotic household. Nothing was good 
enough for the oldest of his two sisters. The younger sister was a bit of a 
mystery for when Peter was in grade four, his younger sister was herself 
only four years old. Peter enjoyed watching his younger sister grow up and 
sometimes would sit with her to watch Sesame Street together. His mother 
even took to plunking her into the bath with him while having to rush off to 


assuage the angst of the older of her two daughter. 


Needless to say, sharing a bath with a younger sister meant that Peter knew 
more about the difference between boys and girls than most boys his age. 
But then again, Peter’s favorite color was pink, and the reason why was that 
was the color of the blanket his little sister came home from the birthing 
hospital wrapped in, and was the color she was when Peter was first 
introduced to his younger sister some four years back. In a quiet moment 
when his mother was nursing the new born babe, he had seen the bounty of 
motherhood and the pinkness of his little sister. The sense of grandeur of the 
moment changed his view of both life and the universe as a whole. But 
somehow this feeling was not as intense as the feeling he had felt with 
Patricia when they had been swimming the previous summer. Yes it was 


special, but it also was different. 
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Despite the specialness of his youngest sister, since Patricia was a girl from 
outside Peter's own household she had a different mystigue to her. He 
enjoyed being with Patricia more than being with his siblings. Some of the 
most special moments with her were their walks to and from school and they 
talked about things, intimate things, about marriage and babies and that sort 


of stuff. It made him warm inside. 


This spring would bring them both a plentitude of special moments after 
they came across the Bird's nest on their way home from school one Friday 
afternoon. It was a robin’s nest hidden up on a branch of a large willow tree 
that was in an empty lot three blocks over from Patricia’s house. Peter knew 
the tree well, having climbed it many times last summer. Even Patricia had 
climbed the tree a few times with Peter’s insistence and help, although deep 
down she would rather keep her feet planted firmly on the ground Patricia 


admitted she ‘ did not had a head for heights.’ 


They watched as the nest was being made and then as the eggs appeared and 
the mother bird, proudly sat on her keep. They watched as the father bird 
went about collecting the worms and other sundry to feed his wife and then 
as the eggs hatched they marveled at the orchestra of it all. The little birds 
chirping, ugly beyond all words. The mother bird tending of then two little 
birds as they squabbled and were frantic for food. And the poor over 
worked father robin that flew hither and thither to provide the grub for his 
family. 
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It was then that they also noticed the cat, an alley cat no doubt, drawn like 
them by the orchestra of it all. They noticed the cat sit and study the 
movement of the four birds, studying the tree and the to and from trips by 
the father bird from the lawns where he pecked the worms out of the ground 
and the nest where he carried the worms and laid then at the feet of his 
missus. The mother robin would take them up and regurgitated the worms 


for her two chicks. 


Yes they watched this all, Peter and Patricia, naive as to the great drama that 
was about to be carried out. Patricia and Peter thought nothing of it because 
the alley cat was a girl cat and well “girl cats would never harm anyone,” 


Patricia insisted. 


One afternoon the cat pounced on the father robin who, before he was 
mortally wounded by the alley cat, was able to peck at one of the cat's eyes 
and partly blind her. The cat ran off leaving the cadaver of the dead robin 
for all to see, including the mother robin who began to whistle frantically for 
her mate. It was well past dusk that evening before she gave up her last 


hope. The harm had been done. 


The following day Patricia and Peter stood solemnly over the pile of 
scattered feathers and looked up at the next. “Poor mother robin,” Patricia 


said, shaking her head. “What will she do now?” 


Peter said nothing. He was thinking about the poor father robin who lay 


dead at their feet. Peter noticed a dead worm next to the dead robin and 
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suddenly said “maybe we can feed the robins ... at least until they are old 


enough to fend for themselves.” 


“What could we feed them?” Patricia asked. “Seeds?” 


“Maybe worms?” Peter said, but Patricia gave him such a face. “And seeds 


too.” He retorted. “I will find the worms.” Patricia nodded. 


And so off he went in search of worms, which he began to toss up to the 
mother robin. To begin with she was frantic with confusion and anxiety, 
until she began to appreciate that Peter and Patricia meant her no harm. She 
even began to take the occasional worm into her mouth to feed her now very 
hungry children. When they had done their good deed of the day the two 


friends went home to their own dinners. 


The two friends met up at the birds nest the following afternoon, Patricia 
brought a small bag of sesame seeds she had pilfered from her mother’s 
kitchen cupboard. Peter brought a can of worms he had dug out his back 
yard that very morning. The mother robin was appreciative of both treats. 


The baby birds chirped gratefully. 


As the two of them watched the orchestra Peter asked Patricia, “how will 


they manage without their father?” 


Patricia turned to him and said “the same way I do ...” 
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Peter looked over at his friend. He did not know what to say to her. He 
looked down at the diminished pile of bird feathers and bones and said “boys 


don't have it easy do they?” 


Patricia spun on her heels and for the first time he saw a flash of anger in her 


eyes. “It’s us girls who don’t have it easy!” 


He looked down at the pile of feathers and said. “Look what has happened 
to the father robin ...” Patricia was silent but still seething. “What's 


wrong?” he asked her. 


“It's the girls who have babies and it is the girls who have to look after 


them.” 


Peter was speechless in a sort of veneration as she said this. 


“You boys have it so much easier ...” Patricia was most insistent. 


But this annoyed him. It was then that Peter remembered an argument his 
grandparents once had over why his grandfather never did the vacuuming 
around their place. He was a cripple having been hurt in an accident while 
working in a coal mine, not too far from where Patricia and he had found the 
pieces of coal. “Men and women will be equal,” his grandfather said to his 
grandmother “when women work in the coal mines and men work in the 


kitchens ...” 
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He turned to Patricia and said the same thing ... word for word ... and then 
walked away. He didn't know why what Patricia said made him so angry. It 


was the first time he had been angry with Patricia. 


Patricia just watched him as Peter walked away. 


He did not see her the next day, nor the next, partly because he was still 
angry, and partly because he was ashamed with his anger. He still went to 
the birds nest and fed the birds worms, this time twice a day thinking that 


Patricia might not hold up her end of the entente. 


It was the third day that he spotted her, and she him and they just stood there 
at a distance before Patricia raised her hand and gave him a tentative wave. 
Then he started to walk towards her. When they were a meter apart they just 
stood and looked at each other trying to gauge the other’s mood. 


Then Patricia did something she had never done before, she apologized. 
“Boys and girls are different. We are not the same. I know that my toil will 
be to have children and raise them and your toil will be to provide for your 


family. Your toil is more dangerous.” 


Peter said nothing but his face spoke for him. He was flush with a blush. 


“I phoned my father and asked him why you were so upset with me and he 


told me. He explained by reminding me that the father bird died protecting 


and providing for the mother robin and his children.” 
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Peter nodded his head. 


“My father explained that this is the same with people. That is why boys die 
so many years before girls and why so many boys die in accidents at work or 
in wars.” Peter suddenly became very emotional. Tears began to gather in 
his eyes. Patricia stepped closer to him and then gave him a hug. She 


pressed him close. 


“I don’t want to die young ... and I don't want to die having to protect my 


family.” 


Patricia kissed him on his cheek and whispered into his ear “then maybe you 


should become a chef.” With that the two friends began to giggle. 


And the mother robin joined in with her chant as well. And the two little 
birds were strangely quiet as Patricia and Peter walked away hand in hand 


... friends once again. 
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Prose 
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How Butterflies are Born by Norah Zhao 


One day a little green bug with many feet was walking along a fruit tree leaf. 
He was hungry and started to eat the leaf. Munch, munch, munch. He did 
not know what he was and where he came from. All he knew was that he 


was very hungry. 


On Sunday he grew tired of eating leaves so on Monday he ate an orange, 
two pears on Tuesday and three grapes on Wednesday, and finally four 
plums on Thursday. By Friday he could eat no more, besides after all that 
eating the green bug was no longer little anymore, and his feet hurt and he 


had a big tummy ache. 


He had started to look funny and the other insects laughed at him and called 
him a “caterpillar”. He did not know what a “caterpillar” was and so it did not 
seems strange when, after eating so much fruit he suddenly wanted to sleep 
so he made himself a cocoon. It was like a bed with soft blankets to keep 


him safe and warm. 


After a few days his tummy did not ache and he felt better. He woke up 
crawled out of his cocoon. When the other insects saw him they stared at 
him in amazement and so he looked into a mirror and when he saw himself 
he was so surprised. Where are all my feet he thought? He was no longer 
green, and behind him stood uncurled two pairs of wings that were orange 
and black and had little white spots. What am I suppose to do with these? 
He thought. 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 40 


“You're a butterfly,” one of the insects said. 


He replied “but you said I was a caterpillar?” 


“You once were,” the insect said, “but now you are something completely 


different.” 


He did not know what kind of butterfly he was, so looking at himself in the 
mirror, he looked it up in the dictionary. He was a Monarch butterfly. When 
he looked around he saw that many of his caterpillar friends were now 
butterflies too. They were flying about. Some of his friends were blue 


hairstreaks, and some were cabbage butterflies. 


And so off he flew to join them. But he was the only Monarch amongst 


them, which made him feel very special. 


And that’s how butterflies are born. 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 41 


The Genie and the Witch by Karen Zhao 


Once upon a time there was a genie and awitch. One day the genie decided 
to visit the witch in her lair. While the witch wasn’t looking the genie 
appeared behind her “poof” out of thin air and watched her for a few 
minutes. The witch was too busy to notice the genie was there. The genie 


watched as the witch tried to change plain rocks into magical gems. 


But the witch was not successful and so the genie took pity on the young 
witch and said, “hello young witch, it looks like you are having trouble.” 
Startled the witch turned and saw the genie was watching her. “How long 


have you been there?” she asked him. 


“Just a minute or two. If I agree to help you,” the genie said, “will you 


promise never to use your magic against me?” 


The witch thought for a moment and then said, “That sounds like a good 
deal. Ok I promise.” And so the two magicians made a compact and then 


shook hands. 


With the genie’s help “poof” magical gems began to be made by the witch’s 
hand: big ones, little ones, red ones, and green ones and brilliant diamonds 
the size of hazelnuts. The young witch could not make them fast enough for 
her insatiable tastes and soon there were magical gems everywhere, stacked 


high in the four corners of the witch’s lair. 
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“Stop that is enough!” the genie said. “If you continue to make them they 
will be as common as plain rocks!” But the witch ignored what the genie 
was saying. He tried and tried again to get her to stop but she ignored him. 
Soon the witch was being mean to the genie. She did not want to hear what 
he was saying and so with a wave of her hand she silenced the genie. For a 


moment, because of the witch's mean spell, the genie lost his voice. 


This angered the genie who cast a spell back on the witch. Every time she 
took up one of her magical gems in her hand it shattered into a fist full of 


plain sand. 

“What have you done!” the witch cried in anger. 

The genie cleared his throat and spoke. “You did not keep your promise to 
me” the genie said “and so I have taken away from you the magic to make 
beautiful things” and in a “poof” the genie disappeared, never to be seen 


again in the witch’s lair. 


Motto: Always keep your promises! 
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The Delicateness of Time by Wing Wing Fung 


it doesn't exist, it is truly a state of mind, the present passes, and the proof is 
the constant change of growth and death that comes along with it. it can be 
the physical, the mental, but all will pass. it is unknown how much will 
change according to our minds, but it all will brush by without you noticing. 
the memories created are simply the events of a once present and real 
moment, now distorted by our unclear and unreliable way of looking at our 


distant past. 


you too will be in a different physical and geographical dimension within a 
quick blink of the eye, and in time, this present yet insignificant moment of 
you simply sitting on a train from windsor to london will fade, along with all 
the other neutral moments you have experienced. the reminiscing mind only 
focusing on those experiences that released an excessive level of dopamine, 
seretonin, and conveyed the captivating feeling of being utterly alive, that is 
ultimately stemmed from human connection. the purest form 


of happiness, the most original form, and the most brilliant. 


the difference between the heart and the mind. the heart being the 
powerhouse of love, purity, compassion, and the mind being the structure of 
rationality, judgement, analysis, and comprehension. it is often that our mind 
controls how we perceive our reality, one with rational standing. we are 
constantly convincing ourselves that our actions are the ones of correct 
manner. however, the mind simply tricks us as much as the heart does. the 


mind being too orderly in our own structured and too familiarly comfortable 
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way of thought. hence, a balance of both the mind and heart creates a perfect 


fuse of survival and pleasure that ultimately benefits our way of life. 


A Girl in a Man's World by Rachel Tseng 


I once met a stewardess named Barbara and she gave me orange juice and 
free food. She told me to sit down and I did because there was a man 
standing next to her. She told me an important safety note — turbulence can 
happen suddenly. But I couldn’t tell what kind of turbulence she was 
speaking to — the man or the plane. She told me to make sure I kept my 
seatbelt on and to not forget to drink my orange juice. I let the taste of 
artificial orange tickle my tongue as the man shuffled into the seat beside 
me, with a confidence I didn’t know why but sensed as dangerous. I 
tightened the buckle across my waist, unsure if it was strapping me in from 


danger or for danger, and sat waiting for an attack that never happened. 


The Field Mouse and the Lion Cubs by Patrick Bruskiewich 


There was a little field mouse named Martha who lived high up the 
mountainside. She had a big ego for such a small creature and so she 
thought herself Queen of the mountain because she looked down upon all 
the other creatures below, and she imagined that all the other creatures 


therefore looked up at her. 
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In reality, she was so small and insignificant that all the other forest 
creatures did not know she even existed, until one sunny spring day several 
mountain lion cubs came trudging to the top of the mountain to play. They 
climbed and climbed and climbed and while the climbed up the mountain 
and grew near Martha grew ever so agitated. “How dare they invade my 
kingdom,” she sgueaked, running around in circles among the grass and 


flowers of the alpine meadow. 


But as the mountain lions cubs drew near to her, Martha went guiet. She 
started to shiver in fear and hid herself in her burrow in the ground, until the 
mountain lion cubs were right upon her. She looked up out of her little home 
in the ground and hoped the cubs would not see her, but one of the mountain 
lion cubs did see her two tiny little eyes and her little pink nose and tried to 


paw her out of her home. 

Martha sguealed in terror and curled up into a ball in the back of her burrow. 
“Meow,” the mountain cub said, “come out and play with us.” 

But little Martha sgueaked “how day you invade my kingdom,” and the lion 
cubs laughed at her little indignation. So she squeaked some more at the top 
of her lungs and in their mirth the mountain lion cubs rolled about the grass 


and flowers of the alpine meadow. 


This made Martha so angry that she scurried out of her hole in the ground 


and scowled at the cubs. “How dare you treat me this way!” Little did she 
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know that on her head she wore a tuft of grass that looked very much like a 


crown. “I am queen of this mountain. I command you to leave!” 


When she said this the oldest of the mountain lion cubs stamped his paw 
upon the ground and Martha the little field mouse toppled over. The other 


cubs grew silent. 


“We are not here to listen to you squeak, foolish little mouse!” the mountain 
cub roared .“We came up here to enjoy the view, so go back into your house 


and leave us be.” 


The cub raised his paw ominously and Martha in fear for her life dashed 
back into her burrow. “Don’t worry little Queen of the mountain,” the cub 
roared, “you are hardly a mouthful, and I don’t eat mouse!” The other cubs 


laughed. 


Martha sat in her little hole in the ground shaking with anger, wishing they 
would leave, but for some hours the cubs languished in the sun undisturbed 


until the sun began to set and it was time to leave. 


When they had finally gone Martha came out of her little home and 
squeaked with indignation. But by now the mountain lion cubs were so far 
away they could not hear her squeak. They did not even look back or give 


the little mouse a second thought. 


Motto: Be careful your ego does not make you look like a fool. 
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My First Crush by Patrick Bruskiewich 


When I was five years old my neighbour was a girl my age and fun to play 
with. We shared an interest in picture books. I remember her pleasant smile 
and her giggle, and her blue eyes and her curly red hair. We could not wait 


to enter first grade. 


But sadly she would not make it. One day she went away to the hospital. 
When she came home I knew something was wrong. But neither she nor her 
parents would say what. My once energetic and happy friend now had 


neither energy nor happiness. 


One day I snuck over to see her. She was asleep. I thought my prized teddy 
bear would bring her good luck and tucked it into bed beside her. She took 


it with her to the hospital. She never came back home. 


The time between her diagnosis and her demise was eight months. It was a 


childhood leukemia that took her. 


Her parents, on their return from the hospital were overcome with grief. 
They asked me if I wanted my teddy bear back. I said no. I wanted her to 


have it, to play with it in heaven. She was buried with my teddy bear. 
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Poetry 
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Star by Kylin Li 


Anxiously sitting in a car 
yelling drive quicker, quicker! 
In my hand, holding a star 

on the card, a sparking sticker 


written with To my dear little brother. 


The house turning into my sight. 

Asking my mom where he slept 

The room was quiet, with not much light 
first sight on the crib, he was asleep. 


Kissing his forehead, waiting beside, 


my little angel, he finally woke up. 

Our first eye contact made baby cry, soon mother came 
Patting him hoping he would continue his nap. 
Mommy’s lovely voice, softly calling his name— 


a warm hug from her was all he needed. 


After a while, laying in mommy's arms, the baby boy 
stopped crying and started to laugh. 

Within his hand a little star-shaped toy 

held tightly, just like his precious giraffe 


These toys were (now) placed in his very secret box— 
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A small paper bag, carried round him close. 

He believed that secrets would not be taken, 

after they had been put into his bag. Although most 
were lost, not by others, the toys were forgotten, 


by the little boy, after another interesting thing 


had been found... 


When I Was Growing Up by Kylin Li 


When I was growing up, 

as a kid, with my grandma, 
calling her name once in a while, 
worried that she might forget me, 
along the trees, these leaves 

of the Chinese toon, placed in my 


bucket, with mulberrylaying beside. 


When I was growing up, 

as a kid, with my grandma, 

fishing beside the river, in the park. 
She and I put on thefishing bait 
together. We listened to the sound, 
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the waves crashed onto the beach 


the fishes struggled in the bucket. 


When I was growing up, 

as a kid, with my grandma, 

the pancophonous' kitchen, she stands still, 
like a great hero at war. Her hands, 
change those odd foods, into dainties 


and these motive me to cook. 


When I was growing up, 
as a kid, with my grandma, 
I was lucky, to have her 


like that. 


pancophonous': the cacophony made out of pots and pan. 


goodbye by Cindy Xu 


i want to say goodbye 

to a place i never could 

cause home is where 1 left my heart 
and maybe i never should ve 


i can map it out from edge to edge 
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i know it like the back of my hand 

alli am is here in this city 

1 m still trying to understand 

this place called home - i’ve grown so attached 
devising a dream 

on i turn time back 

are you afraid? cause i am 

i'm so stuck in the past 

i want to say goodbye 


so that i can grow at last. 


another one for zero by Cindy Xu 


oh my dear, 

id do it all again 

because in fairytales and movies 

it begins with the end 

our chaotic love story is a heartbreak hotel 

for post-lovers with aching chests 

that they can’t seem to dispel 

though you’ve left my heart all battered and cut 
you are my favorite chapter of my favorite book 
that I can’t seem to shut 

so tell me, when you say you’d love me once more 


were you ditzy nostalgic? or did you mean it 
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for sure 


The Creative Vessel of the Human Mind by Wing Wing Fung 


our ability to design, 

to create, and imagine a reality 

that is only true to us. 

what are visual senses 

perceive is often differed 

from the reality of what we see. 

for it is thoughts that create 

our perception of reality. 

with our eyes closed, 

we can imagine another dimension, 
a world, built on ideas seen 

and exposed to once before, 

or flowery experiences 

that have been carefully dissected 
to ease into a chamber of our minds. 
that is the kinds own ability 

to mentally hallucinate 

a comforting altered form of a stress 
reducing haven that we can hide to. 


we often imagine and day dream 
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when we are not fully in the present. 


could it be at the silent contemplations 
of those hours we are alone, 
looking forward to yesterday’s 


overstimulation of reality? 


Like Strong Coffee by Patrick Bruskiewich 


In this world, unknown 
the real becomes surreal, 
normal becomes absurd 


Nothing is what it seems! 


To live in this world, 

the possible becomes the impossible 
the truth, anything but ... 

You try to hide from reality, 


To escape all your thoughts ... 
Then something strawberry appears! 
Soft, sweet and succulent 


Paris” match — Gauligue! 
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Like strong coffee ... a cup 
Petite yet not so fragile. 
Everything has changed, here 


is something I wish known 


You try to hide 
from your thoughts, 
but all you can imagine 


is sugar and spice ... 


A Commentary on the poem Like Strong Coffee 


This is an original poem first published in 2013 by Patrick Bruskiewich. He 


has over 350 poems published in a dozen volumes of poetry. 


The poem Like Strong Coffee was inspired by a beautiful woman who 
walked into a West Vancouver coffee shop one grey and dismal Saturday 


morning bringing with her a smile that set the heart of the poet alight. 


In the first stanza the poet, who is Catholic, and who was sitting reading the 
weekend edition of the New York Times looks at the turbulent and violent 


world as being topsy-turvy and all upside down: 


In this world, unknown 
the real becomes surreal, 
normal becomes absurd 
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Nothing is what it seems! 


Having just read about a young Catholic man who had been nailed to the 
cross by Muslim extremists and crucified for his religious belief and his 


refusal to renounce his faith, there is a sadness and cynicism in his thoughts,. 


His despair in reading the NYT story is expressed in the second stanza: 


To live in this world, 

the possible becomes the impossible 
the truth, anything but ... 

You try to hide from reality, 


He feels so bad that the poet wants to hide from reality ... then something 


wonderful happens. 


To escape all your thoughts ... 
Then something strawberry appears! 
Soft, sweet and succulent 

Paris” match — Gauligue! 


A beautiful woman with strawberry hair steps into the coffee shop. She is 
soft in her demeanor and deportment, kind and sweet in her words to people 
and very cultured in her choice of words and expressions ... hence 
succulent. The poet is playing on the word succour, which means to lend 
aid and assistance to someone in distress. (The old French base of the word 


is socours, which is derived from the Latin word succurrere). 
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Between the words succour and succulent in the Oxford Canadian 
Dictionary is the word succubus ... which is a female demon believed to 
have sexual intercourse with sleeping men. The choice of the word 
succulent was done deliberately on the oft chance its ambiguity would draw 
the reader to the Oxford Canadian Dictionary, and to the question of 
sleeping dreams. The next line is meant to entice this very thought by the 


reader. 


The expression ‘Paris’ match’ is in reference to the Judgment of Paris which 
relates indirectly to the first part of the poem about the strife in the Middle 
East, and the war that is ongoing, as well as to the second part of the poem. 
For those who do not know about the story of the Judgment of Paris, here is 


a synopsis. 


Eris is the Goddess of strife. When Eris isn't invited to the wedding 
of Peleus and Thetis, the goddess in a fit of spite tosses a golden apple 
into the crowd, with the words "to the fairest" written on it. This 
causes a big argument among Aphrodite, Athena and Hera over who 
is the most beautiful goddess. The job of beauty contest judge falls on 
Paris of Troy, who decides that Aphrodite is the fairest after 
Aphrodite promises him the hand of Helen of Sparta. Unfortunately, 
Helen is the wife of Menelaus King of Sparta. When Paris makes off 


with his prize, the Trojan War ensues. 


The word Gaulique, has two meanings, first the young women is of French 


heritage hence from Gaul, and second the play on the word garlic, which in 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 58 


French is ail, which can be construed to mean ail — which is when trouble 


afflicts the mind or body, or to be ill or in pain. 


He wonder, is this beautiful woman Athena, Aphrodite or Hera? Athena 
was the Goddess of wisdom and military victory and is the half-sister of 
Hercules. Athena’s father is Zeus and mother is one of Zeus’ love interests, 
Metis anymph. Aphrodite was the Goddess of love, beauty, pleasure and 
procreation. Hera was the Goddess of Marriage and is a very jealous and 


spiteful wife to Zeus, and his many dalliances and illegitimate offspring. 


How she affects him can be seen in the penultimate stanza: 


Like strong coffee ... a cup 
Petite, yet not so fragile. 
Everything has changed, here 
is something I wish known 


The strawberry blonde woman is like a shot of espresso. The term cup is 
meant to be ambiguous and draw the reader once again to the dictionary. 
Cup has many meanings depending on the emotional state of the reader. Cup 
can be a prize, or it can draw to the word immediately above cup in the 
Oxford Canadian dictionary ... a slang for the female genitals ... or it can 


relate to apiece of fine china, which one has to carry carefully. 


These three choices relate back to whether the woman is Athena, Aphrodite 
or Hera. The next line petite, yet not so fragile can reinforce anyone of these 


three possibilities. 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 59 


The poet is drawn in by her in the next two lines: Everything has changed, 
here is something I wish known. The poet wants to find out whether she is 


Athena, Aphrodite or Hera. 


The last stanza draws you into the feelings and thoughts of the poet: 


You try to hide 

from your thoughts, 
but all you can imagine 
is sugar and spice ... 


The final lines makes you wonder about ... all things nice. 


The poet would find the courage to stand and talk to the women with the 
strawberry hair, in French. He would find out that she was visiting her aunt 
and uncle for a few days. The young woman was from Lyon in France and 
that she wanted to become an elementary school teacher and had puppetry 


and puppet making as her past-time. 


Patrick remembers her as being very much like one would imagine 


Aphrodite to be ... so he sat and wrote this poem Like Strong Coffee. 
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Art Work 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 61 


Winter Afternoon by Teresa Tulett 


Ambleside in West Vancouver, February 2019 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 62 


A Whale of a Time by Olivia Cai 
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Anyuta the Artist and her Alter Ego 


At the 2017 BC Sculpture Fair, (taken by Patrick Bruskiewich) 
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Adrift in a Field of Flowers 


Patrick adrift in a digital world, complements of the West Van Memorial 


Library Computer Department, 2018 
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Some Famous Fables and Tales 
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The Ant and the Grasshopper 


by Aesop 


Ou in the field on a warm sunny day an Ant was busy gathering grains of 


wheat and corn for his winter’s food. 


A grasshopper, chirping and dancing to his heart’s content, saw the Ant at 
work and laughed, 


“Why not sing and dance with me instead of toiling all day long?” 


“I am working to store up food for the long cold winter,” replied the Ant. 


“Perhaps you will wish some time that you laid some food away too.” 
“Why worry about winter when we have so much now?” said the 
Grasshopper, and went on his merry way. The Ant said nothing but went on 


busily working. 


When winter came the poor Grasshopper was almost dead of hunger for the 


ground was hard and the snow had covered all the food. 


Sadly he came to the house of the Ant and begged for something to eat. 
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“What,” cried the Ant, “did you store nothing away when the weather was 


sunny and warm?” 
“What did you do all summer long?” the Ant continued. 


“I was so busy singing and dancing,” replied the Grasshopper, “that I had no 


time to store up food, and before I knew it the summer had gone.” 


“Singing and dance, were you!” scoffed the Ant, turning his back on the 


Grasshopper. “Then sing and dance now!” 


The poor Grasshopper crept away silently, regretting he had been so foolish 


during the summer in not providing for the winter that he knew must come. 
Moral of — The Ant and the Grasshopper 


It is wise to put something away 


for tomorrow 's cold, winter day. 
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The Grasshopper Saves the Ant 


Variation on a Fable 
“Water had arrived suddenly and without much warning. 


It was very cold, and the ground was covered with snow. Icicles drooped 


down from the trees and bushes. 


Early that morning the Ant woke up and went outside his little home. There 


was the Grasshopper standing digging around in the snow looking for food. 


Digging as hard as he could in the frozen ground, the Grasshopper could not 


find anything to eat. 


The little Ant watched the foolish Grasshopper hop away. “Silly 
Grasshopper,” the Ant said. 


The Grasshopper huddled shivering under the branch of a short bush, not 


that far from the Ant's home. The Grasshopper was rubbing his front hands 


together to stay warm. 
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As the Grasshopper rubbed his hands together they made a soft humming 
sound that the Ant could hear no matter where he was in his little home in 


the ground. 


All day and all night for three days the buzzing sound distracted the Ant kept 
the Ant awake. Then on the fourth day the buzzing sound began to fade. 


“Poor Grasshopper,” the Ant said to himself, “he must be very cold and 
nearly frozen to death.” The Ant went to the entrance of his little home and 


pushed against the door. 


The door to his home would not move. It had snowed so much that there 
was an Ant’s height of snow against the door and the Ant was trapped in his 


little home. 
The Ant was frightened. What if the door is frozen shut?” 
He pushed again. “What if I cannot open the door for days and days and 


days?” The Ant was getting worried 


“How will fresh air get into my little house?” the Ant said aloud. “I will 


suffocate. 


The Ant pushed harder against the door but it would not budge. The little 


Ant began to panic. 
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The Ant banged against the door with his little hands. “Help me ... Help me 


...” the little Ant screamed. 


The Ant thought he heard some noise on the other side of the door. The Ant 


pressed his little head against the door and listened. 


Something was digging the snow away from the door of the Ant’s little 


home. 


“Is that you Grasshopper?” The Ant pushed against the door with all his 
might. It would not budge. 


The Ant yelled louder. “Whose there?” He stopped to think. 


“Maybe it is something digging for food?” The Ant was scared. “Maybe it 


is something that wants to eat me?” 


Now, instead of pushing on the door, the Ant grabbed onto the door handle 
and pulled with all his might. 


It was good he did this because the door began to jiggle. The Ant pulled 


harder. 


The door opened a crack then slammed shut. 
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The Ant now pulled with all his night. Then the door swung open and the 


Ant was flung out of his home. 


The Ant landed on his back, and was covered in the snow. For a moment he 


could see nothing. Only his six feet stuck out from the snow. 


The Ant stayed very still. Something tugged at his feet. The Ant began to 


cry. 
Then a familiar voice ask “... why are you crying little Ant?” 


The Ant pushed the snow away from his face and looked up into the bright 


blue sky. A familiar face came into view. 


The Ant began to laugh hysterically. “Are you all right? “asked the 
Grasshopper? 


“I heard your screams and came to help you.” The Grasshopper lifted the 


little Ant up off the ground and dusted the snow off him. 
“I thought you were going to eat me,” the Ant said to the Grasshopper. 


“T am not that hungry,” the Grasshopper sneered. “Besides I don’t hurt my 
friends.” The Grasshopper patted the little Ant. “That would be wrong.” 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 72 


The Grasshopper brushed the snow off his shoulders and arms and glanced 


at the Ant. “I only eat grains of wheat.” 
“You did not need to help me,” the Ant said, “after the way I treated you.” 
“I know ...”, the Grasshopper replied, “but you needed my help.” 


The Ant looked up at the much taller and bigger Grasshopper and thought 


fora moment. “You are a good Samaritan,” the Ant said.. 
“I guess I am,” the Grasshopper responded. 


“Come into out of the snow and cold,” the Ant pointed at his home. “I will 


give you grains of wheat to eat.” 


The Grasshopper smiled and started to dance. The Ant clapped his hand to 
the rhythm of the Grasshopper’s dance. 


The Ant showed the Grasshopper into his little house. 
As he closed the door snug behind them to keep out the snow and cold, the 


Grasshopper began to sing. “I have wheat to eat... I have wheat to eat,” 


the Grasshopper repeated over and over, and over again. 


Moral of — The Grasshopper Saves the Ant 
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Be kind and caring, 
Look after your friends, 


Always be a good Samaritan 


Who Will Bell the Cat? 


by Aesop 


(Jis upon a time a large family of Mice lived in a barn of a well-to-do 


farmer. 


His barn was stacked with corn, and grain and hay and the Mice might have 
lived there in great peace and comfort with all the good food at hand, except 


for one thing. 

The farmer had a Cat named Cinder. The Cat was sleek, silent and sharp- 
eyed. Cat whose green eyes glared brightly in the dark. Besides, his paws 
were so well padded that no one could hear him when he walked. 

The Mice never knew when Cinder the Cat might pounce out upon them 


from the shadows, so their every meal was eaten in fear and trembling. 
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Even the youngest and bravest Mouse, in little heart beating pit-a-pat, 
scarcely dared to scurry across the floor, and all the Mice began to grow 


thin. 


The Mice pondered and worried and worried and pondered but they could 


not think of a plan to outwit Cinder the Cat. 


At last, one evening when the Mice were gathered in a safe hole where the 
Cat could not reach, they held a meeting to consider what measures to take 


to outwit their enemy. 


Some Mice said this, some said that. But finally a young Mouse, looking 


very important, rose to speak. 


“You will all agree,” he said, “that our chief danger lies in the sly and 


treacherous way our enemy approaches us. 


Now if we had a signal to warn us of his coming, we could easily escape. I 


have thought of a wonderful plan,” continued the young Mouse. 


“Why not tie a bell around the Cat’s neck so we can hear him when he 


walks. We could use the old cow bell in the barn.” 


All the younger Mice squeaked and squeaked in glee. “What a wonderful 


p? 


plan 
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“Why haven't we ever thought of it before?” applauded the Mice. 


They went on excitedly praising the plan until a wise old Mouse, who had 


kept silent all the while rose to his feet. 


He jingled the bells and said, “That is all very well now that we are agreed 
upon what to do about Cinder the Cat.” 


He touched his whiskers as he spoke. “Indeed with a bell around the Cat’s 


neck to warn us, we shall all be safe.” 


“However,” the wise old Mouse looked around at the younger Mice before 


continuing, “there is one question I must ask.” 


The younger Mice looked at each other curiously. The wise old Mouse 
looked around the barn. “Which of you is going to put the bell around the 


Cat’s neck?” There was a great silence. 


“Which of you is brave enough to Bell the Cat?” The Mice looked at one 


another and nobody spoke, not even the smartest of the young Mice. 


“Any volunteers?” All the younger Mice went silent and cowered. The 
barn was silent. No one moved. Then the old Mouse spoke, “It is so easy to 


propose an impossible task.” 
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No one answered. One by one the Mice went back to their homes, leaving 


the old Mouse by himself holding onto the Bells. 
Moral of — Who will Bell the Cat? 
Many things are easier said 


... than done 


The Wise Old Mouse Who Belled the Cat 


Variation of a Fable 


“When the other Mice scampered back to their homes, the old Mouse was 


left all by himself sitting on a bale of hay in the middle of the big, cold, quiet 


barn. 


However, the old wise Mouse was not scared. He looked at the bells. He 


could see himself reflected in the silver of the bells. 


As he looked at his reflections, the old wise Mouse saw his gray hair and 


gray whiskers. He knew that he had lived a long and happy life. 


The Cat knew the old Mouse. The old Mouse was very clever. The wise old 


Mouse had escaped Cinder the Cat many times before. 
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The old Mouse smiled and saw his reflection in the silver bells. He knew 


that it was left to him to Bell the Cat. 


The wise old Mouse scampered off the bale of hay, across the floor of the 


barn, and out the front door of the barn. 


It was morning outside and the sun was coming up. The silver bells gleamed 


in the light. 


Cinder the Cat was vain. He was sitting on the fence, warming himself in 
the morning sun when a gleam of light caught his eye. He was licking his 


paws and grooming himself. The Cat knew that he was the king of the farm. 


Cinder peered off across the farm yard and saw the old Mouse holding up 


two silver bells. 


The Cat jumped off the fence. Slowly and silently Cinder approached the 
old Mouse. 


The old Mouse saw the Cat, but did not scamper off. As the Cat got closer 
the old Mouse’s heart began to beat rapidly. He was getting scared but the 
old Mouse did not run off. He just continued to look at himself in the silver 


bells. 
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The Cat stopped two paces away from the old Mouse and stared at him. 


“What are you doing, old Mouse. Don't you see me coming?” 


The old Mouse looked up at Cat. “Cinder is that you?” 


The Cat looked at the old Mouse and smiled. He was hungry and licked his 
lips. “What are you doing?” 


The Old Mouse ran his hands through his hair. “I am looking at my 


reflection in these lovely silver bells.” He adjusted his whiskers. 


The Cat felt jealous. “Where did you get those lovely bells?” The Cat took 


a step closer to the old Mouse. 


The old Mouse peered more intensely at his reflection. “They were a gift to 


me for being so nice.” 


The old, wise Mouse turned his back on the Cat and quickly tied the two 


bells around his neck. 


The old Mouse spun around and smiled at the Cat. “What do you think? 
Don’t they look lovely?” 


Cinder the Cat was beside himself with jealousy. “May I try the bells 


around my neck?” 
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The bells were heavy and the old Mouse had a hard time keeping his head 
up. “They are very heavy,” the old Mouse said as he dramatically held the 


two bells up in his hands. 


“They are too heavy for you, little Mouse, but not for me.” The Cat pleaded 
with the old Mouse. “Will you give me the bells?” 


“Will you give them back?” The old Mouse asked. 


Cinder the Cat nodded. “Of course I will.” The Cat looked at his paws and 


continued, “but my paws are too big to tie the bells around my neck.” 


The old Mouse smiled and said, “well then, let me tie them to your collar.” 


The old Mouse untied the heavy bells and carefully set them on the ground. 


Cinder was very happy he clapped together his paws. Then the Cat bent 


down to let the old Mouse tie the bells around his neck. 
The Mouse guickly and carefully tied the two silver bells to the Cat's collar. 


The big sharp teeth were mere centimeter away from the Mouse's hands. 


The Cat was breathing into the old Mouse's face. 


The old Mouse closed his eyes and finished tying the bells to the Cat's 
collar. Then he scurried several paces away from the Cat before turning 


back to face him. 
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“There.” The Mouse used his fingers to make a sguare like an artist would 
when admiring his work. The wise, old Mouse smiled knowingly. “The 
bells look much better on you than me. Why don't you keep them?” 


“Thank you. You are so kind.” 


“They are far too heavy for me.” The Mouse was relieved. His ruse had 


worked. The Cat was so happy and so left the old Mouse alone. 


As Cinder the Cat walked away he noticed the bells jingled and 
jangled.“Hey ....” Cinder the Cat, stop and turned back. 


But it was too late. The crafty old Mouse was gone. 


The Cat tried and tried and tried, but he could not undo the knot that the 
Mouse had used to tie the bells to his collar. 


His paws were too big and awkward, and every time he moved them the 


bells made that awful jingle-jangle sound. 


By now the wise old Mouse, and all the younger Mice had gathered 


themselves at the window of the attic of the barn. 
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Cinder the Cat did not see them. He could not look up. The two silver bells 
were heavy, and they caused his head to hang down. The Mice waved and 
danced as the Cat walked away. 

The old Wise Mouse had belled the Cat. 


Moral of — The Wise Old Mouse Who Belled the Cat 


Respect your Flders, for they are wise. 
Just because they are old 


does not mean that they are unimportant. 


The Bundle of Straw 


by Aesop 
There once was a farmer with six Sons. 


The farmer’s Sons would constantly argue. They could never agree among 


themselves. 


He had often told them how foolish they were to be always quarreling, but 


his six Sons paid no attention to their father’s advice. 
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One day the Father had enough of their guarreling. The farmer called his 
Sons before him and held up before them a bundle of straw tied tightly 
together. 


“See which one of you can break the bundle in two,” he commanded. 
The cockiest of his six Sons, the eldest sneered, “this will be easy!” 


“You the youngest ..., ” he handed the bundle of straw to the youngest of his 


six sons, “go first.” 


All his older brothers smiled as the youngest boy of ten tried and tried to 
break apart the bundle. The bundle of straw was too much for the youngest. 
The other boys laughed and laughed, but the farmer was stern faced and 


silent. 


When his youngest son gave up the father took it from him and gave it to the 
next boy, two years older than his youngest. He too tried, and tried but 
could not tear the bundle of straw apart. He handed the bundle back to his 
father. 


The other boys began to watch carefully, trying to figure out the best way to 


succeed at their father’s test. 
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Each Son in turn took the bundle in his hands, starting with the youngest. 
They tried their best to break it, including the oldest who when he failed 
threw the bundle of straw to the ground. 


They all tried, but in vain, for the bundle was so strong that not one of them 


could even bend it. Together they shouted “we cannot break it.” 


The father picked the bundle of straw off the ground. Then the father untied 


the bundle and gave a single strand of straw to each of his Sons. 


“Now see what you can do,” he said. As he handed each of his Sons a strand 


they broke the straw with the greatest of ease. 

“My Sons,” said the astute father,” each of you, like the straw, will be strong 
if you stand together, but once you quarrel and become separated, then you 
will fail.” 


Moral of the Story — The Bundle of Straw 


IF you try a difficult task by yourseff, 
you might fail, 


But in unity there is strength. 
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Atalanta's Race 


Variation of a Fable 


Atalanta was the daughter of the King of Scyros, and was famed for her 


beauty and skill in running. 


It was said that she was swifter of foot than any other person, man or 
woman. Many princes and other warriors came to her island home, suing for 
her hand in marriage, but she reguired of them that they try a footrace with 


her. 


If her rival should win the race, she would accept him as her husband, but if 


she outran him, his life was forfeit. 


One after another tried, only to lose their lives in this cruel test. Then came 
a suitor named Hippomenes, who resolved to win her by a trick, if in no 


other way. 


He obtained the aid of Venus, the Goddess of Love, who gave him three 
golden apples. “Carry these with you in the race,” she said; and she gave 


him some other advice, which he will see presently. 


When Hippomenes presented himself for the race, Atalanta was almost sorry 


he would lose, as she doubted not he would do. 
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The trumpets sounded and she let him dash off ahead of her, as was her 
wont. Then she came flying down the course behind him, so fleet of foot 


that she seemed divine. 


He glanced back over his shoulder guickly, saw her coming, and obeying 
Venus's counsel, dropped one of his golden apples in her path. Atalanta, 


attracted by its beauty, stood to pick it up. 


On flew Hippomenes in the race, getting a little ahead again. Once more she 


began running and soon gained on him. 
A second time he dropped an apple. The same thing happened as before. 


Now the goal was in sight, and the young man redoubled his efforts to get 


there first. 


Fleet as the wind came Atalanta. He dropped his third and last apple, and as 


she stooped to pick it up also, he went across the line a winner. 


Amid the shouts of the multitude Atalanta gave her hand, and soon there was 


a grand wedding at the court. 


Everybody was glad that no more princes had to lose their heads. 
Moral of the Story — Atalanta’s Race 
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Keep your focus in your race 


And you wont lose your head. 


The City Mouse and the Country Mouse 


by Aesop 


Once upon a time a Country Mouse invited her friend, a City Mouse, to 


visit her. The Country Mouse lived in a barn on simple food. 


All she had to offer her guest from the city were cheese parings, nuts, barley, 
dried peas, and bread crumbs. The Country Mouse served them freely and 


with good will. 


The City Mouse sampled everything politely, but when she was finished her 
meal, she wiped her whiskers delicately and said, “My dear, I do feel sorry 


for you having to put up with such poor food.” 


The Country Mouse looked at the City Mouse quizzically. “But of course 
you cannot expect anything better in the country,” the City Mouse 


continued. 
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“You should see how I live!” The Country Mouse scratched her head. “I 


have all sorts of fine things to each every day.” 


“Come with me to the city and I will show you.” The Country Mouse 
looked around at her house. “When you have been in town one week, you 


will wonder how you could ever have lived in the country.” 


The Country Mouse felt rather ashamed of her simple home after that and 
readily agreed to travel with the City Mouse to visit her. The Country 
Mouse packed a small handkerchief and threw it over her shoulder. And 


then they left, just after tea time in the afternoon. 


It was almost midnight when they crept into the floorboards of the huge 


brick house where the City Mouse lived. 


“You will surely want some refreshments after our long journey,” said the 
City Mouse ask she took her friend into the grand dining room. In the 


moonlight, they scurried up the leg of an old oak table and onto the table top. 


To the Country Mouse who had never seen such splendour, the white linen 
table cloth, on the table top, seemed to go on forever. There was fancy 
silverware and glassware on the table, and candelabra, with white candles 


that had melted down. 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 88 


There on the table top the two mice found the remains of a splendid feast 
and soon they were heartedly nibbling away at cakes and jellies and raisins 


and candies. 


The City Mouse, playing the hostess, kept urging her friend to try this 
delicacy and that rich morsel. The Country Mouse had never before heard 
about Truffles, and Trifles, about Ambrosia, Chocolate Mouse and Candied 
Sultanas. With each new treat, the eyes of the Country Mouse grew big and 


round. 


Never had the Country Mouse seen or tasted such food. And so much of it. 
She sighed. “This is really wonderful,” she said, her mouth full of rich 


golden cheese. “How lucky I am to have you as my friend.” 


“Perhaps you would like to live here forever?” the City Mouse asked the 


Country Mouse. 


The City Mouse had scarcely finished speaking when they both heard a loud 
barking and growling. 


“What's that?” the Country Mouse sgueaked, spitting out her mouth full of 


rich golden cheese. 


“Oh ... those are only the Master’s dogs,” replied the City Mouse as she 


scrambled away. “Run for your life ...” 
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They scampered across the table top and down the leg of the old oak table. 
By the time they reached the floor the Master's dogs were in the room racing 
for the table. The two Mice scrambled across the floor and into their mouse 


hole, with the Country Mouse just a centimeter ahead of one of the dogs. 


The Country Mouse could barely speak. The City Mouse stood at the 
entrance of the mouse hole looking out. “We can go back after they have 


gone.” 


But the Country Mouse, her heart still fluttering with fright, shook her head. 


It took a minute to catch her breath before the Country Mouse could speak. 


“Thank you for inviting me to visit but I want to return back to my home in 
the Country.” She gathered her handkerchief and waiting until the dogs 


were gone and the house was quiet again. 


“You are welcome to all the fine food you can find here in the City, my dear 
friend. As for me, I am a Country Mouse. I would rather nibble my barley 
and bread crumbs in peace and safety than eat the richest feast in fear and 


trembling.” 


As the Country Mouse turned to leave, the City Mouse felt offended. The 


City Mouse did not wave, nor invite the Country Mouse for another visit. 


The Country Mouse turned to her friend and invited the City Mouse to come 


visit her whenever she wanted to. 
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It was morning before the Country Mouse was safe at home in her own bed. 
She slept all day and into the night. The following morning the poor 
Country Mouse was still too sick to get out of bed. Still, she was happy to 
be safe and in her own bed. 


Moral of — the Country Mouse and the City Mouse 


A meal eaten in peace is preferable 


To a feast partaken in fear and danger. 


The Country Maid and Her Milk Pail 


by Aesop 


One day a Country milk maid was on her way to town to the market 


carrying a pail of fresh milk. She was balancing the big pail on her head as 


she walked slowly along the country lane.. 


As she walked along she said to herself, “With the money I will get when I 
sell this milk I shall buy some eggs.” 
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She had big plans. “Say, I get a hundred eggs. My old hens will hatch them 
into chickens, and when the chickens ate old enough, I will sell them in the 


market in town. 


“Then,” she went on, “I will have enough money to buy a pretty new silk 
dress. It will be — let me see — green.” The milk maid looked around her as 


she walked. 


The milk maid had red hair and green eyes. “I look my prettiest in green,” 


she thought, “ so it will be of green silk.” 


“Then I will wear my beautiful green silk dress at the summer fair,” she said 
to herself, “and I shall look so beautiful that all the young men at the fair 


will beg me to dance with them.” 


“Many of them will ask my hand in marriage.” She stopped for a moment to 


smile as she thought this. 


“Of course I shall marry the handsomeness and the wealthiest one.” The 
milk maid was day dreaming as she walked along. “We shall have an 
elegant wedding.” She swept her arm through the air. “How my friends 


will envy me.” 


With this vain thought the mild maid tossed her head haughtily just as if she 
were already wearing her bridal finery. Before she realized what she had 


done, the milk pail started to tumble. 
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She grabbed for it, but it was heavy and she was not fast enough. Down 
from her head toppled the pail spilling the milk all over her, and with that 
toppling spilled all her dreams of glory. 


The poor milk maid started to cry. She now had nothing — no milk, no eggs, 


no chickens, no green dress, no dance, no suitors and no marriage. 
The Moral — The Country Maid and the Milk Pail 


Don't count your chickens 


Before they have hatched. 


The Dog in The Manger 


by Aesop 


A dog, looking for a quiet and comfortable place to take a nap, jumped into 


a manger in a stable and lay there cosily on the hay. 


He was awakened by the cattle which came in tired and hungry after a hard 


day’s work in the field. 
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One by one, a Horse, a Cow, a Sheep, and a Goat approached the manger to 


eat. 


But the Dog would not let them get near it, he snarled and snapped as if it 


were filled with the finest of meat and bones, all for himself. 


He kept growling at them and would not let them have as much as a 


mouthful of hay. 
Then an Ox came and looked in, and the Dog barked at him, too. 


“You selfish fellow,” said the Ox. “You cannot eat the hay, and yet you 


won't let us who are hungry for it, eat it either.” 
The Moral — The Dog in the Manger 


Do not begrudge to others 
That what you cannot enjoy yourself. 


The Fox and the Crow 


by Aesop 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 94 


One day a Crow who had found a piece of cheese was flying toward the top 
of a tall tree where he hoped to enjoy her prize alone. 

Along came a Fox who smelled the delicious cheese and determined to have 
it for himself. “If I plan this right, I shall have cheese for supper,” he 


thought. 


So he went to the foot of the tree and began to speak in his politest tones. 


“Good day Mistress Crow,: he said, “how well you are looking today!” 


The Crow was very much pleased, but of course could not reply because of 


the cheese she held in her beak. 


“How glossy your wings are, and how smooth your feathers,” the Fox went 


on. “Indeed, you are the loveliest of birds.” 


The Crow was even more pleased by this and believed every word of it. 


Still she said nothing, but she swelled with inward pride.. 


Then the Fox said: “I have heard that you have a wonderful voice. I should 


like so much to hear you sing.” 


The Crow flapped her wings to show her pleasure. 
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“If your voice matched the beauty of your plumage, then you would indeed 
be the most wonderful of feathered creatures. Won’t you sing a few notes for 


me that I may greet you as Queen of Song?” 


These words flattered the vain Crow. She had often been told that her voice 
was rusty, but here was someone who appreciated her. She lifted up her 
head and began to caw her best. The moment she opened her beak, down 


dropped the piece of cheese! 


Quick as a flash the wily Fox snatched it up before it touched the ground. 
“Thank you, that was all I wanted,” said he as he gobbled up the cheese. 


As he walked away licking his chops the Fox offered these words of advice 
to the saddened Crow: “In the future perhaps you won’t be so ready to 


believe all the good things you hear about yourself.” 


With an insolent flick of his tail the clever Fox sauntered off into the forest. 


Moral of — the Fox and the Crow 


Do not trust flatterers. 


The Fox and the Grapes 


by Aesop 
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One hot summer's day a Fox was strolling through an orchard. He was 


famished and very thirsty too. 


Just then he spied a beautiful bunch of sun-ripened grapes hanging high on a 


vine trained along the branches of atall tree. 
The trees were bursting with juice and the Fox's mouth watered. 


“Just the thing to guench my thirst,” thought he as he jumped for them. But 


he missed by a long way. 


So he walked off a short distance and took a running leap toward the 


luscious cluster only to fall short once more. 
Again and again he jumped, but each time he just missed the delicious prize. 


At last, worn out with his useless efforts, the Fox stalked off, nose in the air, 


muttering scornfully, “Well, I never wanted those grapes anyway.” 
“Lam sure they are sour.” 
Moral of — the Fox and the Grapes 


Some people pretend to despise what they cannot have. 
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Just because you cant get to the grapes - 


doesn't mean they arent worth getting to. 


The Fox and the Stork 


by Aesop 


One day a Fox invited a Stork to have dinner with him, and the Stork 


accepted the invitation. 


At dinner, the Fox, who enjoyed practical jokes, put before the Stork nothing 
but a shallow plate of thin soup. 


With her long sharp beak it was as much as the Stork could do to get even a 
taste of the soup, while the Fox, chuckling to himself, quickly lapped it up 


with his broad tongue. 


At the end of the meal, the Stork was as hungry as she had been when she 


began. 


Then said the Fox, “My dear Stork, I am sorry to see you did not eat 


anything. Was the soup not seasoned to your taste?” 
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“Pray do not apologize, “ said the Stork. “I have had a most interesting 
evening. And now you must do me the honor of paying me a visit. Will you 
dine with me a week from tonight?” 


“Thank you,” said the Fox. “I will do so with pleasure.” 


True to his appointment, the Fox arrived at the Stork’s home and sat down to 


dinner. 


But when it was served, the Fox found to his dismay a long-necked jar with 


a narrow mouth was placed with him. 


It was so tall and narrow that the Fox could not get his snout into it. 


The Stork, readily thrusting her long beak into the jar, enjoyed her dinner 
while the Fox had to content himself with licking the outside of the jar. 


Said the Stork, “I hope you are enjoing your dinner every bit as muchas I did 


mine when I visited you.” 
Unable to satisfy his hunger, the Fox retired with as good grace as he could. 


He realized that he could hardly find fault with his hostess, the Stork, who 
had only paid him back as he deserved. 


Moral of — the Fox and the Stork 
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Treat others 


As you would have them treat you. 


The Goose that Laid the Golden Egg 


by Aesop 


One day a Farmer went to the nest of his Goose to see if she had laid an 


egg. To his great wonder and delight he found that instead of an ordinary 
egg, she had laid an egg of pure gold. 


He rushed to the house in great excitement to show his wife the treasure he 


had found and she was overjoyed. 


Every day thereafter the Farmer visited the nest, and every day he found the 


Goose had laid a beautiful glittering golden egg. 
The Farmer took the eggs to market and soon he began to get rich. But it 


was not long before he grew impatient with the Goose because she gave him 


only a single golden egg aday. He was not getting rich guickly enough. 
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Then one day, after he had finished counting his money, the idea came to 
him that he could get all the golden treasure at once by killing the Goose and 


cutting it open. 


But when the deed was done, not a single golden egg did he find, and his 


marvelous Goose was dead. 
Moral of — the Goose that Laid the Golden Egg 


The greedy 
who always want more 


often lose all. 


The Hare and the Tortoise 


by Aesop 
Once there was a Hare who used to laugh scornfully at a Tortoise. 


The Hare laughed at the Tortoise because he plodded along so slowly. “You 
never can get anywhere with those short legs of yours. Look at my long 


legs! They’re so swift no one would dare race me.” 
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All the animals of field and forest were tired of hearing the Hare brag. At 


last the Tortoise said, “If we were to run a race, I’m sure I would beat you.” 


The animals were astonished for they knew the Tortoise was the slowest of 
them all, and the Hare, bursting into loud laughter, cried, “What a joke! 
That slowpoke thinks he can beat me! Come on then, Mr. Tortoise, you 
shall see what my feet are made of. Why I can beat you before you are even 


half-started!” 

“You'd better not be too sure,” cautioned the Tortoise. 

All the big and little animals gathered to watch the race. At the signal the 
Hare leaped forward in a great bound and soon left the plodding Tortoise far 
behind him on a dusty road. 

Looking back, the Hare could not even see the Tortoise after a little while. 
“Hummmm, I've as good as won this race already,” he thought. “There's 
really no reason to hurry.” So, as the sun was very warm, he decided to rest 
a bit under a shady tree. 


“PIL come in way ahead of that Tortoise, anyhow,” he told himself. 


Soon he was sound asleep. The little rest stretched into a good long nap. 
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Meanwhile the Tortoise jogged steadily along the hot, dusty road, ever so 
slowly, but surely, and soon he passed the Hare who was still peacefully 
sleeping. 

Quietly the Tortoise plodded on nearing the goal. When the Hare finally 
woke up with a start, he saw the Tortoise just reaching the finish line far 


ahead and he could hear all the animals cheering the winner. 


Boastful and careless, the Hare had lost the race. Now he would never again 


be able to count on his speed. 
Moral of — the Hare and the Tortoise 


Perseverance wins the race. 


The Lion and the Mouse 


by Aesop 


One day a Lion lay asleep in the jungle. 


A tiny Mouse, running about in the grass and not noticing where he was 


going, ran over the Lion’s head and down his nose. 
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The Lion awoke with a loud roar, and down came his paw over the little 
Mouse. The great beast was about to open his huge jaws to swallow the tiny 
creature when “Pardon me, O King of Beasts, I beg of you,” cried the 


frightened Mouse. 


“If you forgive me this time, I shall never forget your kindness. I meant no 


harm, and I didn’t want to disturb your Majesty.” 


“If you will spare his life, perhaps I may be able to do you a good turn, in 


return.” 


The Lion began to laugh, and he laughed, and laughed. “How could a tiny 


creature like you ever do anything to help me?” And he shook with laughter. 


“Oh well,” he shrugged, looking down at the frightened Mouse, “you're not 
so much of a meal anyway.” He took his paw off the poor little prisoner and 


the Mouse quickly scampered away. 


Some time after this, some hunters trying to capture the Lion alive so they 


could carry him to their king, set up rope nets in the jungle. 


The Lion, who was hunting for some food, fell into the trap. He roared and 
thrashed about trying to free himself but with every move he made, the ropes 


bound him even tighter. 
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The unhappy Lion feared he could never escape, and he roared pitifully. His 
thunderous bellows echoed through the jungle. The tiny Mouse, scurrying 


about far away, heard the Lion's roars. 


“That may be the very Lion who once freed me,” he said, remembering his 


promise. And so he ran to see whether he could help. 

Discovering the sad state the Lion was in, the Mouse said to him, “Stop ... 
Stop .. you must not roar. If you make so much noise, the hunters will come 
and capture you. I will get you out of this trap.” 


With his sharp little teeth the Mouse gnawed at the ropes until they broke. 


When the Lion had stepped out of the net and was free once more, the 


Mouse said, “Now, was I not right?” 


“Thank you, good Mouse,” said the Lion gently. “You did help me even 
though I am big and you are so little.” 


“I see now that kindness is always worthwhile.” 
Moral of — The Lion and the Mouse 


Even the strong and mighty 


sometimes need 
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the friendship of the weak. 


The Miller, His Son, and Their Donkey 


by Aesop 


A Miller and his Son were taking their Donkey to market one day to sell 


him. 


They walked with the Donkey in the middle, the Man and Boy on either side 
of him. As they ambled along, the Father and Son stopped often to wipe the 


sweat from their brows for the road was steep and the sun was hot. 


They had not gone far when they met a farmer returning from town, who 
looked at them and laughed. “Of all the idiocies! To trudge along on foot 
when you have a perfectly good animal to carry you. What's a Donkey for 


if not to ride upon?” he exclaimed. 


“I guess there is something in what you say,” agreed the Miller. So he lifted 


up his Son onto the Donkey's back and they went on their way. 


They had not gone very far when they came up to a group of old men talking 


very earnestly among themselves. 
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“Just what I have been saying all along — what's the world coming to?” cried 


one of them. 


“Children have no respect for their parents these days. See this great lazy 
lout of a Boy riding in comfort while his poor old Father must walk in the 


dust and heat.” 


Thereupon the Miller told his Son to get off and he himself climbed upon the 
Donkey's back. 


Soon the Miller and his Son met a group of women with their children. 


“You lazy old fellow!” cried several voices at once. “You should be 
ashamed to let your little Son trudge in the hot son while you ride. Why, he 
can hardly keep up with you. 


The Miller stopped to ponder. What was he to do? At last, to satisfy the 
women he picked up his Son and sat him up in front of him on the Donkey’s 


back. 


They continued on their way and soon entered the outskirts of the market 


town. 


Everyone they met stopped to point a finger at them and to shout “For shame 


... for shame ...” 
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“Now,” wondered the bewildered Miller, “what is wrong now?” 


“What indeed!” said one. “It is easy to see you have never given a thought 
to your poor animal.” He patted the Donkey who was hot, tired and 


sweating under the hot sun. 


“Just because it cannot speak for itself, is that any reason why you and your 
lazy boy should take advantage of the Donkey? Why you two are better able 
to carry the Donkey than he is to carry you.” 


The Miller and his Son looked at each other in surprise. “We hadn’t thought 
of that!” said the Miller and his Son, and they both hopped off the back of 


the over-burdened Donkey. 


What were they to do now? They thought and thought and at last decided 


upon a plan. 


They both got off the back of the Donkey and led him into the Market place. 
The poor old Donkey was very tired and hadn’t been watered or fed all day. 


Frightened by the noise and clamour of the Marketplace the Donkey began 
to bray loudly and started thrashing about. 


The Donkey was behaving so badly that no one wanted to buy the beast. At 
the end of the day the Miller, his Son and the Donkey made their way home. 
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The Donkey was too tired to carry anyone on his back and so the Miller and 


his Son had to walk home, pulling the reluctant Donkey along behind them. 
Moral of - the Miller, his Son and their Donkey 


If you try to please everyone, 
you will end up pleasing no one, 


not even yourself! 


The Shepherd Boy Who Cried Wolf 
by Aesop 


Once there was a young Shepherd Boy who watched his Father's flock of 


Sheep from morning until night in a lonely pasture high in the mountains. 


The pasture was on the slope of a mountain near a dark forest. 
All day the Boy would watch his Sheep, and as the days went by he used to 


wish that something might happen to make watching his Father’s Sheep less 
dull. 
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“It would be fun if Wolves came and attacked the Sheep. Then everyone 
would come rushing out and there would be far more excitement around 


here, “he thought. 


One warm summer day, as the Sheep were guietly grazing, he decided to pay 


a trick on his neighbours and see what would happen. 
The Shepherd Boy ran down the mountain towards the village, waving his 
arms and crying at the top of his voice, “Wolf! Wolf! Help! The Wolves 


are after the Lambs!” 


Down below in the village, the men and boys dropped their work and 


stopped everything they were doing. 
They seized their axes and pitchforks and rushed up the mountain towards 
the pasture to get after the Wolf, who they thought would be slaughtering the 


Sheep. 


But while they were some distance from the pasture they could see the 


Sheep guietly grazing on the highland grasses. 
As they came upon the Shepherd Boy they asked him, “where is the Wolf?” 


The silly Boy burst out laughing. “Ha, Ha! I fooled you that time. There is 
no Wolf.” 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 110 


The villagers were very angry because they had to leave their work, and run 
to the high mountain pasture on such a warm summer day. They warned the 
Shepherd Boy he must never do such a thing again. The Boy promised the 


villagers he would behave. 


For a few weeks he behaved himself, but once again became guite bored 
with his job. One day, when he was lonelier than usual, he again shouted at 


the very top of his lungs, “Wolf! Wolf!” 


Again the Men of the village dropped whatever they were doing. Again they 
seized their axes and pitchforks and rushed up the mountain to the highland 


pasture. 


And just as before, when they happen upon the Sheep there they were 


peacefully grazing as though nothing could ever disturb them. 
The Shepherd Boy laughed loudly, “It was only a joke!” This time the 
villagers were angrier than before. They told him he must never try to fool 


them again. 


So, once again, the Shepherd Boy promised. But they did not believe him, 


for he had broken his promise once before. 


But one day, as he sat under a tress watching his Sheep, he saw a large gray 


Wolf come slinking out of the dark forest. 
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The Shepherd Boy was dreadfully frightened, and ran towards the village 
shouting more loudly than before, “Wolf! Wolf! Wolf!” 


But no one believed him. He became more frantic. 


He shouted again with all his might. “WOLF! WOLF! WOLF!” But the 


villagers, who had been fooled twice before, did not want to be fooled again. 


There had been no Wolf when the Shepherd Boy had shouted for help 


before, and they did not believe there was one now. 
So they scoffed at the Shepherd Boy and went on with their work. 
The Shepherd Boy kept on yelling, but the villagers paid no attention. 


The hungry Wolf chased after the frightened flock, killing Sheep after 
Sheep, but there was nothing the Boy could do. 


The Shepherd Boy had cried “Wolf!” once too often. He had learned a sad 


lesson. 


Moral of — The Shepherd Boy Who Cried Wolf. 


Those who fie, 
Are not believed, 
Even when they tell the truth. 
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The Wind and the Sun 


Variation of a Fable 


The Wind and the Sun once had a guarrel as to which of them was the 


stronger. 


They boasted of the wonderful things they could do and each believed 


himself to be more powerful. 


Cried the Sun — “I bring the summer and ripen the fruits and grains. I cover 


the earth with flowers.” 


Cried the Wind — “I can move the ships at sea, uproot tress and I bring the 


storms and winter air!” 
So the Sun and the Wind quarreled, and while they were arguing with both 
bluster and heat, they saw a traveller walking along a country road, wearing 


a heavy wool cloak. 


“Do you see that traveller plodding along the highway?” asked the Wind. 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 113 


“Let us see which of us is strong enough to make him take off his cloak. 


The one who can do that first shall be the winner.” 

“Agreed,” said the Sun. 

The Wind was the first to try, so the Sun went behind a cloud. At once the 
Wind sent a howling blast against the traveller. The blast of air sent the 
leaves flying through the air, raised clouds of dust in the road, bent the tops 


of trees to the ground and even tore up a sturdy oak by its roots. 


But the harder the Wind blew, the colder it became and the more tightly did 


the traveller wrap his cloak about him. 


At last the Wind, all blown out, gave up in despair. He could not get the 


traveller to remove his wool cloak. 
Then it was the Sun’s turn. 


He came out from behind a dark cloud, and little by little, shone his warm 


beams upon the traveller’s head and back. 
In the Sun’s pleasant warmth, the traveller opened his cloak, letting it hang 


loosely from his shoulders. The Sun’s rays grew warmer and warmer and 


soon the traveller stopped to mop the sweat from his face. 
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“Ah,” said the traveller, “it is getting so hot I might as well be bread in an 


oven!” 


At that he threw off his heavy cloak, and carrying it on his arm, lay down 


under a shady tree to cool himself off. 

So the gentle rays of the Sun succeeded where blustering Wind was unable 
to do what he tried. After that the Wind never claimed to be stronger than 
the Sun. 


Moral of — the Wind and the Son 


‘Warmth and gentleness 
often accomplishes more 


than force and bluster. 


The Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing 
by Aesop 


Once upon a time, a Wolf found it so hard to get close enough to attack a 


flock of Sheep he often went hungry. 
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For the long time the Shepherd had guarded his Lambs and Sheep so 
carefully that the Wolf was desperate. 


One night the Wolf found a sheepskin that had been thrown away and 


forgotten. The Wolf resolved to disguise himself and so gain an easy living. 


Quickly he slipped the sheepskin over his own hide and next morning 


strolled into the pasture with the grazing Sheep as if he were one of them. 


Soon the Lamb that had belonged to the Sheep whose skin the Wolf was 
wearing began to follow the Wolf. Leading her a little distance apart from 


the rest of the flock, the Wolf in sheep’s clothing made a good meal off her. 


For a while he succeeded in deceiving the other Sheep and enjoying hearty 


meals. 


Even the Shepherd was fooled by the Wolf in disguise, for when evening 
came, the Wolf in Sheep’s clothing was shut up with the Sheep in their fold. 


But it happened that the Shepherd had a longing for mutton broth for his 
supper that night. Picking up a knife, he went to the fold, and reaching in, 
he seized the first animal he came to. 


Mistaking the Wolf for a Sheep, the Shepherd killed the Wolf on the spot. 


Moral of — the Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing 
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Appearances are often deceiving. 


Androcles and His Friend Leo the Lion 


Variation of a Fable 


A slave named Androcles once escaped from the King, his master and fled 


to the forest. 


As he was wandering about there he came upon a Lion lying down moaning 
and groaning. At first he turned to flee, but finding that the Lion did not 


pursue him, he turned back and went up to him. 


As he came near, the Lion put out his paw, which was all swollen and 
bleeding, and Androcles found that a huge thorn had got into it, and was 


causing all the pain. 


He pulled out the thorn and bound up the paw of the Lion, who was soon 


able to rise and lick the hand of Androcles in appreciation. 


Then the Lion took Androcles to his cave, and every day used to bring him 


meat from which to live. 
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But shortly afterwards both Androcles and the Lion were captured, and the 
slave was sentenced to be thrown to the Lion in the great stadium of the 


City, but only after the Lion had been kept without food for several days. 


The King and his Court, and the citizens of the City State came to see the 


spectacle. 

Androcles was led out into the middle of the arena. 

Soon the Lion was let loose from his den, and rushed bounding and roaring 
towards his victim. But as soon as he came near to Androcles he recognised 
his friend, and fawned upon him, and licked his hands like a friendly dog. 
The Emperor, surprised at this, summoned Androcles before him, who told 
him the whole story. So moved was the King of Androcles’ nobility that he 
granted him three wishes. 

“What are your wishes?” asked the King. 

“Set me free!” Androcles asked. 


“So be it,” said the King, “you are a freeman and your second wish?” 


“Set the Lion free!”, said Androcles. 
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“The Lion is now free,” said the King, “and your third wish?” 

“Let us return to our homes,” insisted Androcles. 

Androcles lifted his arms up to the heavens “Make the Lion and I both 
Citizens of your City State!” At this the Crowd roared, for they had never 
seen such a marvel before. 

The King rose and spoke to the crowd. “What is your name brave soul?” 

“I am Androcles, a free man,” he answered. 

His friend the Lion roared to the great approval of the large crowd. 
Androcles placed his hand on the shoulder of the great Beast, “and this is my 
friend Leo.” 

When the cheer from the crowd had died down, the King spoke. 


“You are both Gracious and Noble. “ 


“Let the gates of our great city bare the likeness of Androcles and his Lion 


Friend to remind all that they are free to live as they like here amongst us.” 


The doors of the Stadium were flung open and both Androcles and his friend 


Leo the great Lion marched proudly out. 
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To this day, the Lion is to be found within the Crest of the Gracious and the 
Noble. 


Moral of — Androcles and his Friend Leo the Lion 


Gratitude and Nobility 


are the measure of Great Souls 


The Avaricious and Envious Women 


Variation of a Fable 


Two women, quarrelling neighbours, came before the Mighty God Jupiter 


and prayed him to grant their hearts' desire. 

One of the women was full of avarice, and the other eaten up with envy. 

He saw what was in their hearts and so to punish them both, Jupiter granted 
that each might have whatever he wished for himself, but only on condition 
that his neighbour had twice as much. 

The Avaricious woman prayed to have a room full of dresses made of gold 
thread. No sooner said than done; but all her joy was turned to grief when 


she found that her neighbour had two rooms full of the precious metal. 
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Then came the turn of the envious woman, who could not bear to think that 


her neighbour had any joy at all. 


So she prayed that she might have one of her own eyes put out, by which 


means her companion would become totally blind. 


Jupiter was so angered by the pettiness of the two woman that he exiled 


them both and commanded they leave behind their ill-gotten riches. 


Moral of —The Avaricious and Envious Women 


‘Vices are their own punishment 


The Little Girl and the Fly 


Variation of a Fable 
There was once a little Girl who sat down under a tress in the shade on a hot 
summer's day. A Fly came up and kept buzzing about, and landing on her 


face from time to time. 


The little Girl was unhappy with the pesky fly. She tried to shoo it away but 
it kept coming back. 
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In exasperation she aimed a blow at her little enemy, but missed and the 


palm of her little hand slapped her face instead. 


Again the Fly flew away for a few minutes then returned to tormented her. 
But this time the little Girl was wiser and simply ignored the Fly who grew 


bored and flew away: 
Moral of — the Little Girl and the Fly 


Ignore little nuisances, 
for if you take a swing against them 


you will only harm yourself 


The Little Boys and the Frogs 


Variation of a Fable 


Some boys, playing near a pond on a hot summer's afternoon, spied a 
number of Frogs in the water. They dropped their clothes and jumped into 


the pond hoping to catch some Frogs. 


But the Frogs swam faster and deeper than the boys could swim. Try as 
they could, the Boys could not catch the frogs and so disheartened they got 


out of the water, dried themselves off and put back on their clothes. 
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The Frog croaked gleefully. In anger the Boys began to throw stones at the 
Frogs. They thought it was great sport. 


They came near to hitting several of them, before one of the Frogs, lifting 


his head out of the water, cried out: 

"Boys, please stop, before you hurt someone." 
Then all the Frogs jumped back into the pond. 
Moral of — the Little Boys and the Frogs 


Think of the well-being of others 
‘What you sometimes do for sport 


May cause great harm to others. 


Once a Cat... Always a Cat 


Variation of a Fable 


The Great Gods were arguing over whether it was possible for a living being 


to change its nature. 
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Jupiter and all the Gods said "Yes ...itis." 


Venus and all the Goddesses said "No ... it is not." 


To try the question, Jupiter turned a Cat into a beautiful Maiden, and a 


Mouse into a handsome Man. 


The two fell instantly in Love and fell into each other’s arms. 


Jupiter bequeathed that the two should be wed. The wedding was duly 


performed and the young couple sat down to the wedding-feast. 


"See," said Jupiter, to Venus, "how becomingly she behaves. Who could tell 


that she was once a Cat? Surely her nature is changed?" 


"Wait a minute," replied Venus, and when the man stepped away from the 


table, with a snap of her fingers Venus turned him back into the Mouse. 


No sooner did the Bride see the Mouse than she jumped up from her seat and 


pounce upon the Mouse, gathering it in her mouth. 


"Ah, you see," said Venus — once a Cat, always a Cat 


The little Mouse which hung from its tail from her mouth, squeaked in 


terror. 
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The Bride realised what she had done was very foolish and let the little 
Mouse drop. It scurried off to hide. 


Jupiter half-heartedly replied, “And I imagine ... once a Mouse ... always a 


Mouse.” 
Moral of — Once a Cat ... Always a Cat 


It is hard to change your nature 


but it is worth trying 


The Angry Dog and his Shadow 


Variation of a Fable 


It happened that an angry Dog which had fought for a choice scrap of meat, 


was carrying it home in his mouth to eat it in peace. 


Now on his way home he had to cross a fallen log lying across a fast flowing 
river. As he crossed, he looked down and saw his own shadow reflected in 


the water beneath. 


Thinking it was another dog after his piece of meat he snapped at the 


shadow in the water angrily 
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As the Dog opened his mouth his choice piece of meat fell and dropped into 
the water, neverto be seen again. It was then that the angry Dog realized, 
he had been snapping at his own shadow. 


Moral the — The Angry Dog and His Shadow 


Beware lest your anger 


makes you grasp at shadows 


The Fool and the Angry Duck 
Variation of a Fable 


At a country fair there was a Fool who made all the people laugh by 


imitating the cries of farm animals. 


He could bark like a dog, moo like a cow, sgueal like a pig, crow like a 


rooster and cluck like a chicken. 


The Fool finished his performance by guacking so like an angry duck that 
the spectators thought that he was the real thing. 
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An angry Farmer in the audience stood and said: "You call that a duck's 
quack! Nothing like it. Wait until tomorrow and I will show you what a 
duck sounds like." 

The audience laughed, but next day, sure enough, the Farmer appeared on 
the stage, and drawing down the hood of his cloak quacked so riotously that 
the spectators hissed and threw stones at him to make him stop. 

“You are the fake!” the Fool yelled from the crowd. 


"You are all fools!" he cried, "see what you have been hissing at." 


He opened his cloak and held up an angry duck whose tail he had been 


pinching to make him utter the riotous quacks. 
Moral of — the Fool and the Angry Duck 


People often applaud an imitation 
But are critical of the real thing! 


The Wild-dog and the House-dog 


Variation of a Fable 
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A thin and gaunt Wild-dog, almost dead with hunger, came to the edge of 
the forest. There he happened to see a familiar House-dog who was 
watching him. When they were both pups they had grown up together. The 


two sat and stared at each other from a distance. 


After a few minutes the House-dog walked up to the Wild-dog. "Ah, 


Cousin," said the Dog, "I knew must be you!” 


“Your irregular life will soon be the ruin of you. Why do you not work 


steadily as I do, and get your food regularly given to you?" 


"I would have no objection," said the Wild-dog, "if I could only find a new 


home." 


"I will easily arrange that for you," said the House-dog; "come with me to 


my master and you shall share my work." 


So the House-dog and his cousin walked into town together. On the way 
there the Wild-dog noticed that the hair on a certain part of the House-dog's 


neck was very much worn away, so he asked him how that had come about. 


"Oh, it is nothing," said the House-dog. "That is only the place where the 
collar is put on at night to keep me chained up; it chafes a bit, but one soon 


gets used to it.” 
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The Wild-dog stopped abruptly in his tracks. "Is that all?" said he. "Then 
good-bye to you, the Master’s Dog!" and he ran back into the forest. 


Moral of — the Wild-dog and the House-dog 


Better starve and suffer in freedom 
than grow fat 


chained as some Master's Dog 


The Wild Horse, the Great Stag and the Hunter 


Variation of a Fable 


A quarrel had arisen between the Wild Horse and a Great Stag, as to who 
was the fastest. The Great Stag would always get the better of the slower 


horse in their arguments. 


So the Wild Horse approached a Hunter to ask his help to get the better of 
the Great Stag. 


The Hunter agreed, but said: "If you desire to conquer the Stag, you must 


permit me to place this piece of iron between your jaws, so that I may guide 


you with these reins.” 
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The Wild Horse agreed. 
Next the Hunter asked of the Wild Horse said, “you must also allow this 
saddle to be placed upon your back so that I may keep steady upon you as 


we follow after the enemy." 


The Horse agreed to this condition as well. The Hunter soon saddled and 


bridled the Wild Horse. 


Then with the aid of the Hunter the Horse soon overcame the Great Stag, 


which the Hunter downed with his bow and arrows. 


As the Great Stag lay mortally wounded the Horse said to the Hunter: "Now, 


get off, and remove those things from my mouth and back." 


"Not so fast, friend," said the Hunter. "T have now got you under bit and 


spur, and prefer to keep you like this." 

Try as he could the House could not spit out the bit, nor throw off the saddle 
The Great Stag looked up at the Wild Horse and with his dying breath said 
“... let this be your punishment for the remainder of your long life...” and 


expired. 


Moral of — the Wild Horse, the Great Stag and the Hunter 
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If you use others for your own purpose 


They will use you for theirs in turn. 


The Unpleasant Pheasant 


Variation of a Fable 


A Pheasant venturing into a yard where Peacocks used to walk, found there 
a number of feathers which had fallen from the Peacocks when they were 


moulting. 

He tied them all to his tail and strutted down towards the female Peacocks. 
When he came near them the female Peacocks quickly discovered the cheat, 
and striding up to him pecked at him and plucked away his borrowed 
plumes. 

So the Pheasant could do no better than go back to the female Pheasant, who 
had watched his behaviour from a distance; but they were equally annoyed 
with him, and told the Unpleasant Pheasant to leave them be. 


Moral of — the Unpleasant Pheasant 


It is not only fine feathers 
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That makes a fine bird. 


The Heartbroken Girl and the Nightingale 


Variation of a Fable 


A smitten Girl lay was listening to a Nightingale's song throughout a long, 


hot summer night. Her lover had left her and she was heartbroken. 


So pleased was she with the Nightingale that the next night the Girl set a trap 


of bird seeds on her window sill and captured it beneath her finest hat. 


The Nightingale struggle to be free but the Girl took the poor bird in hand. 


"Now that I have caught thee," she cried, "thou shalt always sing to me." 


"Nightingales never sing when caged." said the bird. “We only sing when 


we are free.” 


"If you will not sing for me then I will eat thee." said the angry Girl. "I have 
heard that grilled Nightingale with juniper berries on toast is a dainty 


morsel." 


"Please do not kill me," said the Nightingale. "If you let me free, I will tell 


you the three secrets to true love." 
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The Girl let the Nightingale free, and he flew up to a branch on his tree and 
began to chirp his three secrets and when he was finished flew off never to 
be seen again. 


Moral of — the Heartbroken Girl and the Nightingale 


"Never believe a lover's promise, that's one thing. 
Then again, be happy with what you have. 


And lastly, sorrow not over what is lost forever." 


Hercules and the Tiger 
Variation of a Fable 


Hercules and a Tiger were discussing the relative strength of men and lions 


in general. 


Hercules argued that he was much stronger than the Tiger. The Tiger did 


not believe him said “let us wrestle and I will prove you wrong.” 


Hercules shook his head and said “Man was stronger than lions by reason of 


our greater intelligence.” 
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"Come now with me," the Lion roared " 
“Follow me,” said Hercules,” and I will soon prove that I am right." 


So he led the Tiger into the public gardens and showed him a statue of 


Hercules overcoming the Lion and tearing his mouth in two. 


"That is all very well," said the Tiger, "but proves nothing, for it was you 


who made the statue." 
Moral of — Hercules and the Tiger 


After a Great Battle, the victor 
will write its history and present 
things the way they want to be. 
Much of which may not true. 


The Jackal, the Wolf and the Fox 


Variation of a Fable 


A Jackal went once a-hunting along with a Wolf and a Fox. They hunted and 
they hunted till at last they surprised a Stag, and soon took its life. 
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Then came the guestion how the spoil should be divided. "Ouarter me this 
Stag," sneered the Jackal, so the other animals skinned it and cut it into four 


parts. 


Then the Jackal took his stand in front of the carcass and pronounced 
judgment: The first quarter is for me in my capacity as King of Criminal; the 
second is mine as arbiter; another share comes to me for my part in the 
chase; and as for the fourth quarter, well, as for that, I should like to see 


which of you will dare to lay a paw upon it." 


The wolf took offence and started to snap and fight with the Jackal, a battle 
that proved long and bloody for them both. When they had finished they 
looked up and saw the Fox had made off with the four quarters of the stag. 


"Humph," grumbled the Jackal as he walked away with his tail between his 
legs. The Wolf, in turn began to howl. In a few minutes the Fox appeared 
from beneath a bush. “Follow me my friend to your half of the stag.” 


Moral of — the Jackal, the Wolf and the Fox 


It is best to share 
the spoils of the hunt, 
Lest your hunt be spoiled. 
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The Man and His Two Lovers 
Variation of a Fable 


A man had two women he loved one that was older than he was and one that 
was younger than he; each loved him very much, and desired to see him like 


herself. 


Now the Man's hair was turning grey, which the young lover did not like, as 


it made him look too old for her. 


So every chance she could she used to comb his hair and pick out the white 


ones. He did not stop his young lover when she did this. 


But the older lover saw him growing grey with great pleasure, for she did 
not like to be mistaken for his mother. So every chance she could she used to 
arrange his hair and pick out as many of the black ones as she could. He did 


not stop his older lover either. 


The consequence was that in due time the Man with two lovers soon found 


himself entirely bald. 
Moral of — the Man and his Two Lovers 


Let everyone pick of you 


And soon you will have nothing to pick 
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The Serpent's Tale 


Variation of a Fable 


A little nomad Boy by accident trod upon a Serpent's tail, which turned and 
bit him so that he died. The boy’s Father in a fit of rage got his axe, 
pursued the deadly Serpent, and only managed to cut off part of its tail. 


So the Serpent in revenge began killing the Farmer's prize goats. Soon he 
had lost all his herd of goats. With no son to look after, goats to feed them 


and no wool to clothes then his wife soon left the Man. 


With nothing more left to lose, the Farmer thought it best to make it up with 
the Serpent, and brought food and honey to the mouth of its lair. 


The Man sat at the mouth of the lair and and spoke into it: "Let's forget and 
forgive; perhaps you were right to punish my son, and take vengeance on my 


goats.” 


The Serpent’s head slowly appeared at the mouth of the lair. 
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The man saw the Serpent and continued, “but surely I was right in trying to 
revenge him, now that we are both satisfied why should not we be friends 
again? 

"No, no," hissed the Serpent, "take away your gifts.” 

The Serpent tried to poison the man but missed. 

“You can never forget the death of your son, nor I the loss of my tail." 


Moral of — the Serpent’s Tale 


Harm may be forgiven 


But never forgotten 


The Axeman Cometh 

Variation of a Fable 

An Axeman came into a Wood one day with an axe-head in his hand. 

He searched the forest floor but it had been picked clean. And so the axe- 


man begged the forest to give him a small branch which he wanted for a 


particular purpose. 
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The forest was trusting and good-natured and out from amongst them fell a 


sturdy oak branch. 


What did the axe-man do but fix it into the axe head, and soon set to work 


cutting down tree, after tree, after tree. 
Soon all the trees in the forest were gone 
Moral of — The Axeman Cometh 


Never give your enemies 


The means to destroy you 


An Old Hound and a Young Boar 


Variation of a Fable 


A Hound, who in the days of his youth and strength had never yielded to any 


beast of the forest, encountered in his old age a young Boar in the chase. 


He seized the young Boar boldly by the ear, but could not retain his hold 


because of the decay of his teeth, so that the young Boar made its escape. 
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The Old Hound's Master, guickly coming up, was very much disappointed 
and cursed at the old dog.. 


The Hound looked up and howled: "It was not my fault, master, my spirit 


was as good as ever, but I have grown old and infirm.” 


His Master got angry at the Dog and made off at such a clip that the old dog 


was left by himself in the forest to die. 

The young boar returned and started to laugh at the Old Hound. 

“I rather deserve to be praised for what I have been, than to be blamed for 
what I now am. Mark my words, one day you will be old ... if you live long 


enough." 


Moral of — An Old Hound and a Young Boar 


No one should be blamed 
for growing old 


or being infirmed 


An Old Woman’s Lament 


Variation of a Fable 
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An old Woman, bent double with age and toil, was gathering a bundle of 


sticks in a forest. 


At last she grew so tired and hopeless that he threw down the bundle of 


sticks, and cried out: 


"I cannot bear this life any longer. Ah, I wish Death would only come and 


take me! 


As she spoke, a shadow appeared from the heart of the forest and the wind 


whistled to her: "What wouldst thou, Mortal? I heard thee call for me." 
The Old Woman took fright, for she stood before Death. 


"Please, sir," replied the woodcutter, "would you help me to lift this bundle 


of sticks on to my shoulder?" 


“I will not help you,” Death answered her, “lift the bundle yourself or I shall 


take you hence.” 


Faced with death the old Woman toiled, but could not lift the bundle. Death 


chuckled in glee. 


Then the Old Woman tired a second time. 


Pen & Pencil Volume One: Spring 2019 Page 141 


With great effort and much hardship, the Old Woman lifted the bundle of 
sticks and trudge out of the forest leaving Death behind. 


Moral of — An Old Woman’s Lament 


Face with Death 
Never Give Up 
All things are possible 


The Man and his Anger 


Variation of a Fable 


It happened that a Man had grown tired of wooden mask he had received 
from his father. The Mask was supposed to bring good luck, but the Man 
was unlucky and no matter how often he held or wore the Mask, his luck 


never seemed to change. 
One day in the greatest rage he went to the Wooden Mask, and threw into 
the fire. The Mask broke apart, and what did he see? A large number of 


small gold coins flying all over the place. 


He tried to extract the coins from the fire but they were too hot to handle. 
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But by the time the fire had burnt itself out the coins had melted down, 


leaving them worthless. 
Moral of — The Man and his Anger 


Never act in a fit anger 


You will be robbed of riches as a result. 
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Who Was Aesop (620 — 564 B.C.) 


I remember when I was very young when I was first read Aesop’s Fables. 
Many years later I would read the Fables to other little children. It is 
somewhat amazing that Aesop’s Fables has been passed down from one 
generation to another for over 2,500 years. The Fables are older than 


Euclid’s Elements, and far more universal. 


Aesop the fabulist is thought to have been born around the year 620 B.C. but 
the place of his birth is uncertain. He was brought, while young as a slave to 
Athens, and is said to have had several Masters. It is small wonder then that 
in a number of his Fables can be found the fate of men in servitude, and the 


desire to be free men. 
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He spent part of his life amongst Croesus, King of Lydia, which is 
mentioned by Plutarch. In later life he would become an Ambassador, and as 
the Ambassador of Croesus at Delphi, during in the course of a diplomatic 
dispute was tossed unceremoniously from a precipice to his death about 564. 


B.C. 


None of his Fables have survived in their original form, but have been 


passed in spoken form from one fabulist to the next over many centuries. 
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